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The 

Quickening  of  Caliban: 

A  MODERN  STORY  OF  EVOLUTION. 


I. 

In  the  tropics  Life  is  supreme,  and  the  change  of  day  to 
night  only  shifts  the  scene,  but  does' not  check  the  drama. 
Life  stalks  across  the  stage,  the  lion  of  the  play,  followed  by 
his  shadow,  the  lean,  hungry  jackal — Death. 

The  morning  surged  along  the  river  valley  like 
a  tidal  wave,  and  Paul  Puefold  put  out  the 
lamp,  as  he  could  now  see  the  African  village 
on  the  opposite  shore.  The  cluster  of  huts  with 
a  feather  work  of  forest  at  their  back,  the  large 
canoes  with  their  jagged  stems  in  air,  stood  out 
clearly,  and  the  scattered  barking  and  cackling 
showed  that  the  village  wras  awake,  and  that  the 
work  of  the  day  had  begun.  His  letters  were 
finished,  and  were  ready  for  the  mail-bag.  In  a 
few  hours  the  fussy  frail  steam  barge  would 
come  down -stream  and  tether  to  the  bank.  It 
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would  make  up  its  fuel  from  the  pile  of  wood 
and  dried  pods ;  the  stern-wheel  would  again 
butt  it  forward  on  its  voyage  to  the  ocean. 
When  the  mail  had  been  Hung  aboard  Europe 
would  be  out  of  reach  for  another  term  of  three 
weeks.  Paul  had  risen  early  to  write  the  most 
important  of  his  letters  in  the  cool  of  the  hour 
before  the  dawn.  The  work  was  done,  but  it  had 
taken  his  thoughts  far  beyond  the  mission 
compound,  and  as  he  glanced  at  the  mirror 
lixed  to  the  wall,  his  sight  travelled  behind  the 
lean  gray  face  reflected  there  to  a  scene  of  five- 
and-tvventy  years  earlier.  He  saw  a  town  in 
far-off  England,  where  the  chimneys  rose  thick 
as  the  stems  in  a  bamboo-brake.  It  was 
Sunday,  and  the  pall  of  smoke  had  lifted  from 
the  valley  and  suffered  the  hill-side  to  show  a 
faded  green.  Paul  was  a  young  man  of  four- 
and-twenty,  and  with  him  walked  a  girl  of  his 
own  age.  They  were  returning  from  their 
afternoon  classes  at  the  chapel  school,  and  were 
standing  opposite  to  a  vacant  plot  of  ground. 
Paul  could  see  it  distinctly — the  small  square 
piece,  cut  like  a  notch  out  of  a  world  of  brick. 
A  building  had  been  demolished  and  the  ground 
was  rough  and  uneven,  with  here  and  there  a 
tuft  of  grass,  an  old  boot,  and  a  fragment  of 
crockery.  Yet  it  was  an  enchanted  spot  to  him, 
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for  there  lie  drew  the  girl  towards  him  and 
spoke  to  her  of  his  fears  and  hopes.  He  did 
not  like  his  father’s  trade,  and  had  resolved  to  be  a 
missionary.  Would  she  be  willing  to  leave  the 
comfort  of  Laburnum  Villa,  the  joy  of  the 
chapel  services,  and  the  excitement  of  week- 
night  meetings,  for  the  wildness  of  the 
African  desert  or  the  loneliness  of  an  island  in 
the  Pacific  ?  She  would  do  all  that  for  the 
sake  of  Paul,  and  so  the  betrothal  was  sealed. 
He  followed  the  story.  He  offered  himself  to 
one  of  the  great  societies,  and  was  accepted 
on  probation.  The  romance  of  the  unknown 
dazzled  him,  and  the  dull  round  of  a  town  of 
forges  and  chimneys  repelled.  Now  and  again 
a  breath  from  the  stainless  snow  of  Alpine 
heights  awoke  in  him  a  nobler  emotion.  He 
obtained  an  appointment  in  the  district  of  an 
African  river.  Two  societies,  instead  of 
competing,  had  combined  their  forces,  and  they 
i^ave  the  head  settlement  the  name  of  Union 
Vineyard  Station.  Here  Paul  had  remained  for 
more  than  twenty  years,  and  had  risen  to  the 
position  of  director  of  the  district.  Fever  had 
assailed  him,  but  he  gradually  hardened  to  its 
assaults,  and  although  it  never  failed  to  return 
like  old  temptations,  its  power  lacked  intensity. 
Men  died  like  flies  about  him,  and  others, 
b  2 
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broken  by  the  climate,  were  forced  to  escape 
for  their  lives.  Yet  he  remained,  the  master  of 
the  situation,  with  all  the  threads  in  his  hand, 
the  most  trusted  a^ent  of  the  Council.  The 
girl  in  the  midland  town  was  never  exposed  to 
the  risk  of  the  climate,  for  his  letters  grew 
fewer,  and  at  last  ceased.  Perhaps  it  was  the 
best  for  her ;  but  her  resignation  was  not 
complete  until  she  knew,  without  .doubt,  that 
Paul  had  lost  his  half-caste  wife  after  two 
years  of  married  life.  For  of  course  there  was 
another  woman  in  the  case,  and  the  strange 
sad  face  of  his  loim-lost  wife  now  held  the 

O 

mirror.  She  had  visited  the  station  on  her 
way  to  France  from  the  Pomanist  Mission  higher  t 
up  the  river.  Paul  was  beguiled  at  the  sight 
of  her,  and  married  her  before  difficulties  could 
be  raised.  She  had  accepted  marriage  as  a  refuge 
from  the  French  convent  which  awaited  her. 
There  was  a  strange  story  about  her  origin, 
which  Paul  would  have  forgotten  had  it  been 
possible.  Many  years  ago  a  party  of  traders 
had  pushed  up  a  tributary  stream  which  came 
from  the  far  north  to  join  the  great  river. 
They  never  returned,  and  it  was  reported  that 
they  had  all  been  massacred.  So  far  the  story 
was  common  enough  in  African  exploration. 
But  the  native  account  described  their  captors 
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as  men  of  large  stature,  with  straight  hair  and 
light  brown  skin,  entirely  unlike  the  Bantu 
type.  They  were  said  to  have  been  on  raid  from 
their  own  land,  a  cleared  and  elevated  region 
cut  oh*  from  the  world  by  the  vast  tangled 
forest  which  no  white  man  had  penetrated.  It  was 
further  stated  in  the  native  account  that  one 
person  had  been  saved,  the  daughter  of  a  white 
trader.  Ten  years  later  a  child  was  brought  to 
the  doors  of  the  Catholic  Mission  in  a  native 
canoe.  The  Sisters  were  amazed  to  see  a  half- 
caste  girl  about  five  years  old.  The  boatmen 
stated  that  they  had  received  the  child  at  a 
village  far  up  the  northern  stream.  The  bearers 
of  the  child  through  the  forest  said  that  she 
had  been  given  to  them  by  a  woman  of  a 
different  race,  with  instructions  to  take  her 
down  to  the  Catholic  Mission  hundreds  of  miles 
to  the  south,  which,  however,  she  described  to 
them.  The  boatmen  were  promised  a  large 
reward  if  they  brought  back  a  piece  of  paper, 
written  by  the  Sisters  in  their  own  language,  as 
a  proof  that  the  child  had  been  given  over 
safe  and  sound.  The  Sisters  found  a  stray 
word  or  two  of  French  embedded  in  the 
unknown  language  of  the  child.  There  were 
traces  of  the  Lord’s  Prayer,  and  of  the  names  of 
Christ  and  of  the  Virgin  Mother.  The  Sisters 
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coulcl  not  get  any  account  of  herself  from  the 
little  one.  The  mention  of  “  votre  mere 
kindled  a  flash  of  remembrance,  but  only  set 
free  a  torrent  of  explanation  in  her  own  wild 
speech.  So  the  Sisters  set  to  work  to  teach 
her  French  and  English,  hade  her  forget  the 
past,  cleared  her  mind  of  the  rubbish  which 
was  useless  to  them,  and  built  upon  the  site 
the  clean  fabric  of  the  Catholic  faith.  As  she 
grew  into  womanhood  her  beauty  startled  them, 
and  they  thought  it  wise  to  send  her  away  to 
France  that  her  vocation  rniorht  be  determined 
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by  the  authorities  in  the  mother-country.  She 
had  learned  the  tradition  of  her  birth  from  the 
children  of  the  mission  school,  and  the  sharp 
little  imps  had  not  failed  to  tell  her  that  she 
was  neither  black  nor  white,  and  worse  than 
either.  The  Sisters  had  striven  in  vain  to 
charm  the  sadness  out  of  her  heart  with  their 
caresses.  She  was  quite  docile,  and  yet  secretly 
resisted  the  proposed  journey  across  the  black 
water.  She  knew  that  she  belonged  to  Africa, 
and  yet  there  was  no  kindred  with  whom  she 
could  claim  fellowship.  But  the  Sisters  urged 
her  to  go,  as  they  could  not  do  any  more  for 
her,  and  knew  not  how  to  shape  her  future. 
They  dreaded,  most  of  all,  the  impudent  stare 
of  the  white  traders  and  officials,  and  yet  were 
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not  prepared  to  give  her  the  protection  of  their 
own  garb. 

At  the  end  of  two  years  Paul  was  alone 
again,  for  his  half-caste  wife  died,  and  their 
only  child,  a  girl,  was  taken  in  charge  by  the 
wives  of  his  fellow  missionaries.  As  the  girl 
developed  into  the  early  maidenhood  of  a  tropical 
country  she  was  more  with  him,  and  for  the  last 
two  years  had  acted  as  the  mistress  of  his  small 
household.  She  was  now  a  woman,  and  it  was 
about  her  future  that  his  thoughts  had  been 
running*  in  his  letters  to  England.  He  had  no 
anxiety  in  money  matters,  for  he  was  not  a  poor 
man.  He  had  saved  a  little  from  his  salary  ;  a 
legacy  in  England  had  come  to  him ;  and  he 
was  not  guileless  of  private  trading.  He  could 
provide  for  Christina  sufficiently  well,  but  there 
was  more  that  the  girl  now  required  —  the 
company  of  other  young  people,  the  refinement 
of  a  life  in  Europe,  which  neither  the  books  nor 
the  culture  which  he  had  been  at  the  pains  to 
give  her  could  supply.  She  was  well-educated — 
he  had  done  most  of  the  work  himself ;  but  she 
must  go  from  him  for  a  couple  of  years — perhaps 
never  to  return.  To  do  him  justice  he  felt  the 
wrench  acutely,  but  did  not  waver  in  his 
purpose.  He  might  go  with  her  if  he  willed  it, 
but  he  shrank  from  an  England  which  had 
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grown  foreign  to  him.  He  had  no  interest 
beyond  seas  which  the  budget  of  news  did  not 
satisfy,  and  he  preferred  to  remain  at  his  work, 
the  model  missionary.  What  was  the  worth  of 
that  work  ?  He  gave  a  searching  look  round 
the  room.  It  was  the  dwelling  of  a  modern 
Englishman,  and  betwixt  him  and  the  native 
yawned  an  impassable  gulf.  They  might  live 
side  by  side  for  centuries,  but  their  ideas,  their 
racial  distinction,  would  remain.  On  the  wooden 
walls  of  the  chamber  were  fixed  trophies  of 
native  arms  and  coloured  pictures  from  the 
London  illustrated  papers.  Upon  a  shelf 

squatted  the  latest  African  god,  resting  on  its 
way  to  the  missionary  museum,  and  the  Gospel 
of  St.  Luke  in  some  outland  dialect  was  tossed 
just  below  it.  A  tapering  spear  with  a  poisoned 
barb  and  a  large  English  sunshade  stood 
together  in  one  corner.  On  the  floor  were 

strewn  rush  mats,  made  in  the  next 
village,  and  a  carpet  from  Yorkshire.  Tin' 

higher  and  the  lower  met,  but  would  not 

mingle.  To  Paul  himself  the  African  was  still 
a  mystery,  and  it  was  only  the  last  man  fresh 
from  the  training  college  who  could  solve  the 
problem  in  six  weeks.  On  a  ledge  above  his 
desk  stood  a  row  of  small  bottles.  They  were 
sedatives  and  narcotics  ;  but  each  drug  stood 
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to  Paul  for  a  human  life.  The  men  who  had 
come  out  full  of  fervour  had  their  hopes  and 
purposes  throttled  by  the  fever.  If  they 
escaped  from  its  clutch,  they  solaced  themselves 
with  a  favourite  drug  at  their  lonely  outposts, 
until  the  friend  who  had  soothed  them  became 
a  foe,  that  dulled  their  powers  and  slew  them. 
He  gave  the  name  of  a  missionary  to  each 
little  glass,  and  when  he  had  gone  through 
the  line,  added  a  spirit  bottle  to  the  list  of  the 
destroyers. 

In  the  range  of  the  station  there  were  many 
converts  from  heathenism,  but  nearly  all  of  them 
were  employed  either  directly  or  indirectly  by 
the  Mission,  and  paid  from  its  funds.  The 
native  teachers,  whom  he  had  trained  from 
youth,  were  the  most  intelligent,  and  proved  to 
be  evangelists  after  a  fashion ;  but  the  distant 
converts  abated  little  of  their  natural  ferocity, 
and  joined  Christian  observance  with  Pagan  rite 
in  a  bewildering  confusion.  Paul  remembered 
that  the  great  missionary  of  the  early  Church 
carried  the  new  Grospel  to  peoples  of  his  own 
grade  in  culture,  whose  religion  was  falling  to 
pieces  about  them.  Through  the  rents  of  their 
ruined  temples  it  was  not  difficult  to  point 
them  to  the  stars.  He  consoled  himself  in 
failure  by  thinking  that  St.  Paul  would  have 
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moved,  more  slowly,  races  whose  religion,  rude 
as  it  seemed,  was  yet  alive,  and  the  devilry  of 
whose  worship  touched  the  supernatural.  A 
respect  for  the  white  man,  and  a  faculty  of 
imitation,  enabled  the  black  man  to  put  on  the 
clean  garment  of  Christianity,  but  the  skin 
beneath  remained  unchanged.  Paul  had  looked 
iuto  the  black  face  for  twenty  years  without 
finding  an  answer  to  the  riddle.  Through  every 
night  the  forest  had  moaned  and  muttered,  and 
in  the  deeper  silence  of  the  quiet  air  the  rapids 
miles  away  had  uttered  a  low  cry  of  entreaty, 
as  if  the  great  dumb  land  was  straining  after 
articulate  speech  with  which  to  guide  its 
teachers.  Paul  admitted  to  his  own  heart  that 
little  real  work  had  been  done,  but  he  wrote 
his  report  and  made  up  the  statistics. 

His  musing  was  interrupted  by  a  light  step 
in  the  doorway.  It  was  followed  by  other  quick 
steps  which  beat  a  rhythm  on  the  floor.  Some¬ 
one  was  dancing  behind  his  chair,  and,  lifting 
his  eyes  to  the  mirror,  he  saw  a  tall,  slim  girl 
in  English  dress,  with  a  short  stabbing,  native 
spear  in  her  hand.  She  was  treading  the  steps 
of  a  war  dance,  her  body  swaying  to  the  measure 
of  a  song  unsung.  She  twirled  the  spear  at  in¬ 
tervals  and  pointed  it  with  a  threatening  move¬ 
ment  at  the  wall.  Paul  frowned  at  the  picture 
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in  the  glass,  and  then,  turning  in  his  chair,  said 
to  her,  “  Why  do  you  disgrace  yourself,  Christina, 
by  aping  these  wild  customs  P  Can  you  find 
nothing  better  than  that  horrible  tool  with  which 
to  give  me  your  morning’s  greeting  ?  ” 

The  girl  stopped,  put  down  the  weapon,  and 
was  kneeling  by  her  father  in  a  minute. 

“  Dear  dads,  I  am  sorry,  but  I  meant  no  harm 
indeed.  I  am  just  like  the  River  Queen  when 
they  stoke  her  furnaces  and  don’t  start  right 
away.  I  am  obliged  to  blow  off*  some 
steam.”  His  face  softened,  and  he  stroked  her 
head. 

“Chris’,  my  child,  you  are  a  woman,  and  not 
the  little  dancing  girl  who  used  to  delight  her 
father  with  her  antics.  But  I  shall  call  you  the 
daughter  of  Herodias  if  you  copy  dances  used  to 
excite  men  to  bloodshed.  Where  do  you  see  such 
things  P  ” 

“  Amongst  the  people  at  holiday  times.” 

“  Surely  you  do  not  attend,  Christina  ;  you 
are  too  much  in  the  village — there  are  sights 
and  sounds — why  does  not  Mrs.  Tartilt  warn 
you  as  I  asked  her  to  do  P  ” 

“  Why,  father,  I  am  the  daughter  of  a  mis¬ 
sionary,  and  it  is  my  duty  to  go  amongst  the 
people.  Mrs.  Tartilt  says  she  was  brought  up 
in  very  different  scenes,  but  having  married  a 
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missionary  slie  can’t  afford  to  be  squeamish. 
The  blacks  are  not  like  us.  I  have  known  them 
all  my  life,  of  course,  and  look  upon  them,  poor 
things,  as  superior  animals.” 

“  Mrs.  Tartilt  is  a  superior  animal!”  exclaimed 
Paul.  “You  should  not  attempt  any  work  be¬ 
yond  the  compound.  There  will  be  an  end  to  all 
this  very  soon.  I  want  you  to  go  on  a  visit  to 
England  in  six  weeks.” 

“  Why  should  I  go  ?  ”  asked  Christina,  with 
eyes  wide  open.  “  I  am  quite  contented  to  stay 
with  you.  I  don’t  want  to  go  there  or  anywhere 
else.” 

“  Nor  do  I  wish  to  lose  you,  my  child ;  but 
you  ought  to  see  your  own  land.  Besides,  you 
should  learn  English  ways  and  manners.” 

“  I  know  all  about  them,  father.  Let  me  see, 
Charlotte  Bronte,  Mrs.  Gfaskeil,  ‘John  Halifax/ 
Anthony  Trollope,  Mrs.  Oliphant.  I  could  dis¬ 
cover  secrets  in  haunted  houses,  make  tea  for  the 
curate,  and  accept  an  offer  quite  prettily  if  I 
were  lucky  enough  to  have  a  suitor.” 

“  YYu  will  never  get  an  invitation  to  a 
country  house,  or  a  chance  of  being  haunted  by 
the  curate,  if  someone  does  not  take  you  in  hand. 
Now  I  want  to  tell  you  about  your  relations, 
and  the  plan  I  propose.” 

“  I  did  not  know  that  we  had  relations — at 
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least,  Mrs.  M ungrass  told  me  that  my  mother’s 
country  cousins  grew  tails ;  but  certainly — of 
course,  you  must  have  them  in  England.” 

“  Really,  Christina,  it  is  high  time  to  send 
you  away  from  the  silly  gossip  of  the  Mis¬ 
sion  Station,”  said  Paul,  flushing  scarlet.  “The 
twaddling  scandal  of  an  English  town  is  forced 
into  rank  flower  in  this  hot  soil.  I  propose  to 
send  you  to  London  for  a  few  months  ;  you  will 
see  new  faces,  make  new  friends,  and  wear  new 
dresses.” 

“  Mrs.  Tartilt  has  all  the  latest  patterns  in 
her  sixpenny  paper,  and  cuts  out  splendidly,”  said 
the  girl,  in  a  whisper. 

“  Now  listen, ”  continued  Paul,  without  taking 
notice  of  the  interruption.  “  I  have  a  brother  in 
London,  a  little  older  than  I  am.  His  name  is 
Marcus,  and  he  has  a  chapel  somewhere  in  the 
East-end.  He  is  a  good  man,  and  you  should 
go  to  him  in  any  trouble ;  but  I  do  not  wish 
you  to  live  with  him.  My  cousin,  Gregory 
Eallowfett,  is  a  lawyer  in  large  practice,  and  lives 
in  the  West  of  London.  He  has  a  clever  wife, 
and  a  daughter  about  your  own  age.  I  have 
written  to  Eallowfett ;  I  think  he  will  take  you, 
and  I  have  asked  him  to  be  my  executor.  If  any¬ 
thing  happened  he  would  look  after  you,  and  all 
would  be  well.” 
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“What  is  the  matter,  father?”  exclaimed 
Christina,  looking  closely  at  him.  “  Yon  are  not 
feeling  ill,  are  you  ?  Your  hands  are  cold,  you 
are  not  looking  well.  Why  do  you  work  so  much 
at  night?  It  is  most  unhealthy.  Are  you  very 
tired,  or  have  you  a  touch  of  fever  again  ?  ” 

“Just  a  touch  of  fever,  I  fancy,  dear  Chris’; 
hut  I  shall  throw  it  off,  as  I  have  succeeded  in 
doing  a  score  of  times  before.  Let  us  go  into 
the  other  room  and  have  our  breakfast.” 

The  tough  traveller  made  light  of  the  attack  ; 
he  would  go  out,  shake  himself,  and  so  be  free 
from  his  bondage.  This  time,  however,  the  fever 
proved  stubborn ;  the  usual  remedies  failed,  and 
a  common  complication  set  in.  A  week  later 
Christina  had  kissed  his  cold  cheek,  and  he  had 
been  carried  to  the  small  graveyard,  thickly  sown 
with  crosses,  on  the  neighbouring  hill. 
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II. 


Grief  is  not  the  offspring  of  the  accidents  of  life.  She  is 
only  the  guest  of  a  day,  and  has  to  make  room  for  the 
interests  which  throng  the  highway  of  the  years.  She 
makes  a  home  amidst  the  wastes  and  ruins  of  existence. 


As  the  steamer  made  its  way  down  the  river,  Mrs. 
Tartilt  tried  to  comfort  Christina  by  calling  atten¬ 
tion  to  the  shortcoming  of  the  mourn  in  2T  garments 
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which  she  had  hastily  put  together  for  the  bereaved 
girl.  “  Black  stuff,  and  plenty  of  it,  we  keep  at  the 
Mission,  for,  £  in  the  midst  of  life  we  are  in  death,’ 
in  Africa  especially,”  she  explained.  “  Don’t  let 
your  fine  friends  laugh  at  us,  but  get  two  or 
three  new  frocks  before  you  show  yourself.” 

Christina  murmured  her  indifference  to  the 
subject. 

“  You  are  indeed  a  lucky  girl  to  be  going  to 
England,  although  I  am  sorry  for  your  loss.  Once 
I  was  afraid  }tou  would  marry  a  young  missionary 
and  settle  out  here;  but  that  danger  is  past.” 

“Why  should  I  not  marry  a  missionary?” 
asked  Christina,  a  little  roused.  “You  married 
one  yourself,  and  I  am  the  daughter  of  one.” 
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“  It  is  a  poor  life,  without  honour  or  reward. 
Some  of  our  children  go  to  the  graveyard,  and 
others  to  Europe.”  She  hesitated,  for  the  girl 
looked  serious.  “  I  know  that  the  Gospel  must 
he  preached  to  all  the  world,  but  it  is  hard  for 
those  who  have  to  do  it.  The  good  people  at 
home,  who  give  to  the  collections,  grumble  at  us 
for  not  making  progress,”  she  continued.  “It  is 
easy  enough  to  give  the  guinea  a  year,  but  there 
is  no  reward  for  the  sacrifice  we  have  to  make. 
A  missionary  is  always  a  missionary,  and  when 
he  returns  to  England  nobody  wants  him.” 

“  You  always  appeared  comfortable,  Mrs. 
Tar  tilt.” 

“The  place  is  tolerable,''  replied  her  com¬ 
panion,  “  and  would  be  better  if  the  Church  of 
England  mission  families  were  more  friendly,  and 
the  mail  to  England  were  quicker.  I  shall  be  glad 
enough  to  bid  good-bye  to  it.  Men  do  not  suffer 
the  trouble  and  inconvenience  we  have  to  endure. 
Coloured  girls  are  cheap,  but  lazy  and  dirty. 
You  could  not  expect  a  woman,  bom  and  bred 
in  Islington,  to  take  kindly  to  Africa.  My  hope 
is  that  my  body  may  rest  at  Finchley,  in  my 
mother’s  grave.” 

“  My  hope  is  to  come  back,”  said  Christina, 
warmly.  “  I  belong  to  Africa  and  love  her.” 

“  Of  course,  my  dear,  I  quite  forgot,  you  are 
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not  altogether  of  English  blood.  Be  careful, 
Christina,  to  keep  secret  that  story  about  your 
mother.” 

“Why  should  I?”  asked  the  girl,  lifting  her 
head  proudly.  “  I  am  not  ashamed  of  my  mother 
nor  of  her  birth.  If  I  have  some  warm  African 
blood  in  my  veins,  I  am  the  better  for  it.” 

“That  would  not  matter  at  all,”  replied  the 

other.  “It  is  not  that,  it  is - ”  and  she 

stopped. 

“  That  my  grandfather  was  a  light-coloured 
native  of  Africa.” 

“  You  have  never  been  told,  I  see,”  said  Mrs. 
Tartilt.  “  I  hardly  like  to  tell  you  myself,  but 
you  are  leaving  the  country  and,  perhaps,  ought 
to  know.  You  might  hear  it  accidentally  away 
there.  The  story  is — I  don’t  vouch  for  it — that 
your  mother’s  father  cannot  be  called  a  human 
being.” 

“  Is  that  all  ?  ”  retorted  Christina,  with  a 
little  pout  of  scorn.  “  I  have  heard  that  over 
and  over  again.  Father  would  hardly  grant  souls 
to  some  heathen  tribes ;  he  called  them  worse 
than  brutes.” 

“Well,  my  dear,  you  can  make  as  light  of 
it'  as  you  like,  the  lighter  the  better,  but  there 
is  a  race  somewhere  beyond  the  forest  who  are 
not  reckoned  to  belong  to  the  human  family. 


c 


18 


THE  QUICKENING  OF  CALIBAN: 


They  are  intelligent,  these  people,  and  in  some 
respects  the  same  as  other  men.  That  is  the 
story  told  by  both  the  Arabs  and  the  natives. 
The  Arabs  say  that  once  they  were  men,  but 
for  their  wicked  conduct  Allah  degraded  them 
to  the  brute  level  and  refused  them  souls.  The 
natives  pretend  that  they  were  apes  who,  in  the 
course  of  generations,  grew  into  men,  but  that 
they  lost  their  way,  and  now  are  neither  white 
nor  black,  man  nor  beast.” 

“  A  likely  story  to  tell,  Mrs.  Tartilt.  If 
tli ere  were  any  truth  in  it  some  traveller  would 
have  told  us  long  ago.” 

“  Don’t  look  at  me  so  angrily,  Christina.  I 
have  only  repeated  the  story  as  it  is  given  round 
the  station.  ~No  white  man  has  ever  seen  them, 
or  returned  to  tell  the  tale  ;  they  live  quite  off 
the  trade  routes,  and  there  is  nothing  but  curi¬ 
osity  which  would  tempt  an  explorer  to  look 
them  up.  You  are  not  cross  with  me  for 
repeating  the  rumour?” 

But  Christina  felt  hot  and  offended.  “  I 
knew  there  was  a  mystery,”  she  replied,  “  and 
that  I  had  some  native  blood  in  my  veins — I  can 
feel  it ;  but  to  believe  this  absurd  storv - ” 

“  My  dear  girl,  don’t  believe  it ;  put  it  out  of 
your  mind.  Believe  me,  however,  when  I  tell 
you  that  your  appearance  contradicts  the  idea  of 
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your  being  a  quadroon.  Whatever  may  be  your 
ancestry,  your  mother’s  father  was  not  of  the 
negro  type.” 

“  How  do  I  look  ?  ”  asked  Christina,  turn¬ 
ing  a  full  face  to  her  critic. 

“  Exactly  like  any  other  English  girl  when 
you  are  speaking,”  said  Mrs.  Tartilt;  “but  when 
your  face  is  at  rest,  and  you  are  lost  in  thought 
— well,  you  are  just  a  little  uncanny.  I  can’t 
describe  it  in  any  other  way,  Christina.” 

At  last  the  steamer  reached  the  river’s  mouth, 
and  unloaded  at  the  wooden  pier  that  belonged 
to  the  factory.  There  were  several  warehouses — 
one  or  two  buildings  Hying  different  flags  where 
the  consuls  lived  or  died — and  a  long,  low  wooden 
house  which  carried  the  name  of  “Hotel.”  Under 
the  verandah,  which  projected  far  in  front,  two 
or  three  men  were  sitting  at  a  table,  drinking 
and  playing  cards.  Somewhere  at  the  back 
there  was  a  native  town,  but  it  was  out  of 
sight;  and  the  only  sound,  besides  a  burst  of 
laughter  or  an  altercation,  came  from  the  beach 
a  few  hundred  yards  distant.  The  sharp  thud 
of  a  wave,  followed  by  the  slow  dreary  noise 
of  its  backward  sweep,  told  of  the  smashing 
into  surf  of  the  long  ocean  rollers.  Looking 
seaward,  the  white  water  was  crossing  and 
breaking  upon  the  shoals  beyond  the  river 
c  2 
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mouth,  and  further  out  on  the  peaceful  blue  a 
great  steamer  rested,  surrounded  by  native  boats. 
As  Mrs.  Tartilt  and  Christina  walked  past  the 
verandah  and  entered  the  hotel,  the  group  of 
card-players  gave  them  an  uncompromising  stare. 
Jn  the  room  on  the  ground  floor,  where  thev 
rested,  a  lattice  only  divided  them  from  the 
party  outside.  The  men  had  interrupted  their 
game  to  refill  their  glasses,  and  whilst  the  black 
waiter  was  going  to  and  fro  with  their  orders 
they  were  talking. 

“Nice  slim  slip  that;  I  suppose  the  dowdy 
old  erirl  with  her  belongs  to  a  Mission.  Where 
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do  they  come  from  ?  ” 

“Don’t  know — up  river  somewhere.  The 
she-missionary  always  makes  paint  and  feathers 
look  fashionable  by  contrast.  I  can’t  think  what 
rag  fair  supplies  them.  You  were  telling  me 
about  your  latest  catch?” 

“  Oh,  I’m  always  on  the  move :  an  agent 
for  entertainments  is  bound  to  he  spry.  Well, 
you  know  the  ‘  Happy  Valley  ’  in  the  West 
of  London — don’t  you,  though;  it’s  a  sort  of 
superior  music-hall,  and  the  upper  classes  go 
there  pretty  thick.  Halecroft,  the  manager,  is 
a  friend  of  mine,  and  he  says  to  me,  ‘  Bullock 
Sopp,  I  want  a  new  sensation.  None  of  your 
two-headed  curiosities,’  he  says,  ‘  but  something 
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quite  fresli.  You  must  throw  us  in  this  time 
a  bit  of  science  or  history.  I  want  to  rouse  a 
discussion — a  row  amongst  the  doctors,  and  such 
like.  They  must  quarrel  over  it  in  the  papers, 
and  then  it  will  draw.’  I  thought  I  could  find 
him  a  new  medium  or  spiritualist,  but  I  could 
not  pick  up  a  good  specimen.  Then,  in  the 
very  nick,  a  correspondent  over  here  wrote  me 
about  a  brownie  who  was  caught  young  and 
brought  up  by  the  mission  fellows.  He  has 
chucked  over  the  parsons,  got  on  the  spree, 
and  is  going  fast  back  to  his  own  particular 
devil.  He  can  be  got  cheap,  and,  if  he  can 
be  kept  sober  for  six  months,  there’s  money 
in  him. 

“  What  do  you  call  him  ?  ” 

“  Let  me  see  ;  here  it  is — Forest  Bokrie. 
The  Dutch  sold  him  to  the  mission,  and  they 
gave  him  his  outlandish  name,”  replied  Bullock 
Sopp. 

“  Where  do  your  science  and  history  come 
in  ?  ”  asked  his  friend. 

“  I  forgot  to  tell  you.  The  doctors,  who 
have  seen  him,  say  that  he  is  a  bit  unfinished  ; 
not  got  comfortably  through  his  evolution.  You 
see  ‘  Discovery  of  the  Missing  Link :  the  Ape- 
Man,’  that  will  pay  for  posters.” 

“  I  have  heard  something  about  it,”  said  his 
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friend,  who  was  a  local  trader,  “  but  I  don't 
follow  out  your  plan  quite  clearly.” 

“  You  don’t  know  the  business ;  it  can  be 
worked  up  first  rate.  Introduce  the  man  in 
European  dress — short  speech,  a  recitation  in 
English.  Next  scene,  a  reversion  to  the  primi¬ 
tive  type — that’s  the  phrase.  Stage  darkened,  a 
forest  scene,  enter  an  ape  creature  which  lodges 
in  trees,  and  swings  from  bough  to  bough.  A 
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lecturer  will  give  an  account  of  its  development ; 
plenty  of  Darwin.  Then  private  interviews  with 
the  doctors ;  they  will  dispute  over  a  bone  or  a 
slope  of  the  skull.  Clergy  will  thunder  at  us, 
and  doctors  will  join  to  fight  the  parsons.  All 
this  will  do  us  good,  and  the  turnstiles  will 
merrily  groan.  I  see  my  way  distinctly.” 

“  I  daresay  you  do.  Ta,  ta ;  look  me  up  on 
your  way  back ;  I  must  make  up  my  mail.” 

“  Be  quick,  Christina,  the  boat  will  be  readjr 
directly  and  I  am  sure  you  have  had  enough  of 
this  place,”  put  in  Mrs.  Tartilt  at  this  point. 
“  God  bless  you,  my  child;  you  will  forgive  me 
for  not  seeing  you  on  board.  I  do  not  mind 
going  out,  but  I  dread  coming  back  through  the 
surf  on  the  top  of  a  wave.” 
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III. 


She — Listen,  not  to  the  bells  of  cows  and  goats,  which 
make  a  tinkling  about  these  high  pastures,  but  to  the 
babbling  of  waterfalls  in  the  chasms  of  the  glacier,  and  to 
the  echoing  roll  of  ice  which  breaks  away  into  the  abyss. 
Look  at  those  miles  of  snow  which  reach  upward  to  the  blue, 
hard  as  granite,  yet  as  sensitive  to  colour  change  as  a  girl’s 
cheek.  Do  not  the  sight  and  sound  win  you  to  a  faith  in  a 
beautiful  intelligence  1 

o 

He — How  should  they  touch  me?  A  block  of  ice  on  the 
slab  of  a  fishmonger’s  shop  wastes  by  the  same  law,  and  has 
the  same  sympathy  with  colour.  I  do  not  submit  to  be 
bullied  by  the  accident  of  size.  The  true  wonder  is  in  the 
capacity  we  bring  to  its  enjoyment.  Your  imagination 
gives  you  wings,  but  probably  the  goat  with  her  pert  stare, 
and  the  cow  with  her  soft  melancholy  observation,  reach  all 
the  essential  meaning  of  the  scene. 


The  sunlight  was  struggling  into  the  dining¬ 
room  of  a  large  house  in  a  London  square.  It 
was  the  late  autumn  sunlight,  chastened  by  mist, 
and  had  the  diffused  softness  of  an  illuminated 
transparency.  From  the  window  a  few  white 
trees  could  be  seen  fading  off  into  uncertain 
outlines.  London  had  now  her  foot  on  the 
demon  of  noise,  and  from  the  smooth  roads  the 
muffled  sound  of  traffic  came  with  the  softness  of 
the  mist.  There  was  breakfast  on  the  table, 
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and  the  mistress  of  the  house,  Mrs.  Fallowfett, 
was  filling  the  cups.  Before  the  fire,  in  a 
lounge-chair,  sat  Gregory  Fallowfett,  her  hus¬ 
band,  reading  his  letters.  There  was  another 
seat  placed  for  a  member  of  the  family  who  had 
not  yet  joined  them.  When  the  servant  left  the 
room  Gregory  pushed  a  letter  across  the  table. 

“  You  will  see  that  the  girl  will  be  here 
in  a  few  days.  I  must  go  to  Plymouth,  I 
suppose.” 

“  Must  we  really  have  her  here  ?  ”  said  his 
wife,  in  reply.  “  Let  her  own  people — Marcus 
Buefold,  her  uncle — take  her  in.  We  can  ask 
the  girl  for  a  visit,  and  can  please  ourselves 
about  the  length  of  it.  If  she  is  nice,  I  am 
sure  I  shall  be  glad  to  keep  her  for  a  time.” 

“  What  do  you  mean  by  nice  ?  ”  asked  her 
husband,  and  he  picked  up  the  letter  and  began 
reading  it  again.  “  She  is  a  well-taught  girl, 
and  understands  English  manners ;  poor  Buefold 
took  care  of  that.  It  was  his  ambition  to  do 
well  for  his  daughter.  He  told  me  in  a  former 
letter  that  she  was  a  comely  lass ;  what  more 
do  you  want  ? ” 

“We  can  dispense  with  her  good  looks  if 
she  does  not  bring  any  of  the  customs  of  the 
bush  into  a  London  drawing-room,”  said  Mrs. 
Fallowfett. 
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“  She  will  want  all  her  good  looks,  poor 
child,”  remarked  her  husband. 

“  I  hope  that  Vesper  will  take  to  her  or  it 
will  he  awkward,”  said  Mrs.  Fallowfett. 

“Vesper  will  surely  be  glad  of  a  companion. 
We  have  spoiled  her,  it  is  true.  An  only 
child  is  bound  to  be  spoilt,  but  she  is  not 
selfish.” 

“  Feally  you  are  as  dense  as  the  fog  is  this 
morning,  Gregory.  Cannot  you  understand  that 
a  marriageable  girl  does  not  want  a  good-looking 
friend  to  follow  her  everywhere  ?  What  advan¬ 
tage  is  there  to  us  in  bothering  about  this 
child  ?  She  is  neither  penniless  nor  friendless  ; 
if  she  were,  I  can  always  borrow  votes  for  an 
asylum.” 

“You  must  not  treat  everything  in  life  as 
a  matter  of  profit  and  loss,”  returned  her  hus¬ 
band.  “  Fuefold  was  my  cousin.  My  own 
mother  was  sister  to  his  father.  I  did  not  care 
much  for  the  man,  but  his  death  in  the  wilder¬ 
ness  touched  me.  The  only  child,  a  girl,  the 
same  age  as  Yesper — an  orphan.  I  may  be  a 
man  of  the  world,  but  I  cannot  harden  my 
heart  against  natural  emotion.” 

“  So  you  will  do  a  foolish  act  in  order  to 
gratify  a  passing  spasm  of  feeling,”  said  his  wife. 
“  You  will  be  home  in  time  for  my  c  evening/  I 
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suppose.  Do  not  forget  that  I  have  asked  Sir 
Bathcourt  Blizzard  specially  for  you.” 

“  What  is  that  for  ?  ” 

“  He  is  on  the  other  side  in  your  big  case, 
you  said  ;  and  as  he  can  he  very  disagreeable  to 
his  opponents,  I  thought  that  I  mi  ght  get  him 
into  a  pleasant  mood  for  you.” 

“  How  can  you  be  so  childish,  Isabel,  to 
imagine  such  a  scheme  ?  ” 

“  Then  the  Bishop  of  Mercia  will  he  here, 
and  is  anxious  to  know  your  opinion — without 
fee,  of  course ;  but  that  is  fair  enough — on  the 
late  judgment  in  the  case  of - ” 

“That  is  enough;  I  will  go  to  Plymouth, 
certainly.” 

“  Yet  you  think  I  am  a  selfish  woman  when 
I  am  constantly  contriving  something  for  the 
good  of  my  family.” 

“  You  ask  your  bishop  whether  you  will  not 
get  a  reward  in  his  future  world  if  you  do  a 
kind  act  to  an  orphan  girl,”  said  Gregory. 

“  You  know  quite  well  that  I  do  not  profess 
to  he  a  religious  woman — not  yet,  at  least,  until 
Vesper  is  married,  and  you  have  got  your  judge  - 
ship.” 

“  Then  why  ask  your  bishop  to  come 
here  ?  ” 

“  Because  he  is  a  person  of  position  and  may 
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be  of  use  to  us.  Besides,  a  certain  respect  for 
religion  is  a  necessary  example  to  servants  and 
others.  I  go  to  cburcli  because  it  is  seemly  for 
your  wife  to  do  so.” 

“  Two  thousand  years  ago  you  would  have 
worshipped  the  gods  of  the  household  for  the 
same  reason.” 

“  Perhaps  I  should ;  human  nature  is  not 
changed  much,  I  should  say.  We  must  make 
the  most  of  the  life  we  live  in  and  settle  with 
the  other  life  when  we  enter  it,  if  we  ever 
do.” 

“  That  is  sound  philosophy  for  a  man,  and 
I  hold  it  as  a  working  theory ;  but  you  women 
are  not  consistent.  All  of  you  have  a  secret 
superstition  hiding  round  the  corner.  It  is  a 
survival  from  the  ancient  time  of  woman’s  sub¬ 
jection,  when  she  had  ‘  to  call  in  a  new  world 
to  redress  the  balance  of  the  old.’  ” 

“  Well,  I  cannot  be  wrong  in  caring  for  the 
present  interests  of  my  husband  and  daughter,” 
persisted  Mrs.  Fallowfett. 

“  I  ought  to  agree  to  that  ;  but  we  will 
suppose  that  Vesper  is  married  and  I  have  got 
my  judgeship,  what  then?  By  the  way,  I  am 
inclined  to  think  that  my  judgeship  will  cost 
me  a  good  slice  of  income.  Never  mind.  I 
have  lost  bloom,  and  am  too  stale  for  the  Bar, 
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we  will  assume.  Having  hoisted  me  up  to  the 
Bench,  what  then  P  ” 

“We  shall  not  have  exhausted  the  in¬ 
terest  of  life  even  then,”  suggested  Mrs. 
Fallowfett. 

“Yes  we  shall.  Like  the  bears  at  the 
Hardens,  we  shall  have  climbed  the  pole  notch 
by  notch,  and  at  the  top,  with  open  mouth,  we 
shall  be  describing  languid  circles  in  the  empty 
air  in  the  hope  of  getting  something  more. 
You  will  then  go  in  for  celestial  buns — I  know 
your  habit  of  mind — and  will  reproach  me  for 
my  sordid  and  earthly  taste.” 

The  door  opened  and  a  young  girl  entered 
with  a  soft  and  tired  step.  She  was  certainly  a 
pretty  girl,  but  a  little  faded  in  her  youth,  and 
was  precise  and  restrained  even  in  her  morning 
greeting  to  her  parents.  Her  father  touched  her 
cheek  and  turned  to  his  paper  as  if  he  were  dis¬ 
turbed,  but  wished  to  conceal  the  fact.  Her 
mother  handed  her  the  breakfast,  and  then  asked 
about  her  night’s  rest.  She  had  slept  fairly  well, 
after  three  o’clock.  She  was  rather  tired,  but 
would  feel  better  as  the  day  advanced.  Mathers 
took  so  long  with  her  work  overnight ;  the  maid 
was  sleepy  and  stupid.  Yes,  and  the  dance  was 
a  slow  one ;  there  was  nobody  for  whom  one 
cared.  “No,”  with  a  faint  blush  and  a  quick 
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glance  at  her  mother,  “  Mr.  Vincent  Gracebroke 
was  not  there.’5 

“  What  are  }rou  about  to-day  and  to-morrow, 
Vesper?”  asked  her  father,  still  looking  at  his 
papers  with  apparent  unconcern. 

“Too  much,  too  long,”  he  remarked,  when 
his  daughter  had  run  through  the  list  of  her 

o  Q 

engagements  by  day  and  night.  “  You  will 
lose  your  health  and  your  spirits.  You  are 
working  harder  than  a  boy  would  do-  in  chambers 
— for  what  good  ?  You  do  not  even  enjoy  the  life.” 

“  She  must  he  seen  where  other  people  go,” 
put  in  her  mother. 

“  She  will  be  seen  where  other  people  go — - 
in  the  coffin,  if  we  do  not  mind,”  retorted 

Gregory.  “  Drop  some  of  these  engagements, 
my  girl,  and  take  Christina  about  town  on  a 

country  cousin  round.” 

Then  he  told  her  of  the  approaching  arrival 
of  their  visitor  at  Plymouth.  Vesper  promised 
graciously  to  do  all  in  her  power  to  make 

London  enjoyable  to  the  cousin  from  Africa, 
and  then  protested  against  the  idea  that  she 
was  suffering  in  health.  “  Mamma  is  quite 

right,  I  am  not  really  hurt  by  it ;  and  one 
must  follow  others  and  be  seen  at  the  usual 
places.  It  is  not  all  pleasure,  I  know;  but  if 
you  do  not  pursue  it  like  a  profession  you  fall 
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out  of  line,  as  barristers  would  do  if  they  went 
away  in  term  time.” 

At  the  same  moment  a  young  man  was  en¬ 
gaged  at  liis  breakfast  in  bis  rooms,  overlooking 
a  broad  gravelled  space.  On  the  left,  the  cliapel 
of  his  Inn  was  emerging  from  the  sea  of  mist, 
and  on  the  right  hand  an  enclosure  of  trees  and 
grass  recalled  the  green  meadows  far  away.  The 
quadrangle  was  quiet  enough,  but  on  the  other 
side  of  the  buildings  London  roared  along  the 
busy  street,  beat  against  the  ancient  gateway, 
and  scoured  beneath  the  prim  old  windows. 
Vincent  Gracebroke  opened  his  letters,  read  them 
carelessly,  but  lingered  over  one  which  contained 
a  card  of  invitation.  Mrs.  Gregory  Fallowfett 
was  “  at  home  ”  on  a  certain  evening,  that  was 
all.  He  looked  at  it  twice,  lighted  his  pipe,  and 
fell  into  thought.  He  had  his  life  before  him  ; 
he  was  not  yet  hve-and -twenty ;  fortune  had 
favoured  him ;  he  was  healthy,  well-made,  well- 
off.  He  had  fair  ability,  a  taste  for  work,  and 
no  responsibility  to  hamper  him.  No  great 
passion  had  ruffled  the  surface  of  his  mind  or 
disturbed  his  appetite.  He  did  not  care  for 
excess,  and  this  had,  so  far,  kept  him  virtuous. 
He  had  a  theory  of  life,  and  he  wanted  to  keep 
in  sight  of  it.  He  could  afford  to  take  things 
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easity  for  a  few  years,  as  lie  started  with  ad¬ 
vantages  which  many  did  not  possess.  But  he 
intended  to  play  his  part,  to  belong  to  the  decent 
half  of  society,  and  to  build  higher  on  the  plat¬ 
form  from  which  he  had  started.  It  came  home 
to  him  that  he  was  failing  to  form  those  habits 
which  are  necessary  to  success.  He  was  consider¬ 
ing  whether  it  would  not  he  wise  to  cut  off  the 
music-hall  and  to  cultivate  the  society  of  the 
best  men  in  his  own  profession.  It  would  be  an 
easier  task  if  he  could  arrange  to  enter  the 
family  of  one  of  those  men.  He  was  not  a  con¬ 
ceited  fellow,  but  he  thought  that  Vesper  Fallow- 
fett  might  listen  to  him.  He  was  not  in  any 

hurry,  but  saw  that  this  invitation  would  give 

him  the  opportunity  he  required,  and  that  con¬ 
tinued  delay  might  open  the  door  to  a  rival. 

The  confidence  of  youth  in  its  capacity  to  do  all 
that  it  proposes  is  the  outcome  of  a  good  circula¬ 
tion,  but  contentment  is  nevertheless  its  product. 

Meanwhile  Gregory  Fallowfett  had  fulfilled 
his  intention  to  meet  Christina  at  Plymouth. 
Mrs.  Fallowfett  treated  her  with  an  effusive  kind¬ 
ness,  but  Christina  felt  by  instinct  that  there  was 
nothing  real  beneath  the  veil  of  words.  The 

girl  possessed  that  animal  faculty  of  distinguish¬ 
ing  the  true  friend  from  the  false.  Vesper 
treated  her  at  first  with  a  polite  curiosity,  but 
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after  a  few  days  she  relented  towards  one  whose 
age  and  position  were  so  close  to  her  own. 
Vesper  had  imagination  enough  to  put  herself  in 
the  place  of  the  stranger ;  and  imagination,  united 
to  a  natural  goodness  not  yet  spoiled,  begot 
sympathy. 


IV. 


Our  flying  fancies  are  light  and  frolicsome  as  the  winds,  but 
love  is  sad  and  solemn,  heaving  with  the  long  sweep  of  the 
grave  ocean. 

Christina  watched  the  guests  at  the  Fallowfetts’ 
with  close  attention.  She  could  see  that  both 
the  hosts  and  the  guests  were  playing  a  part, 
and  yet  they  lent  themselves  readily  to  the  play, 
The  interchange  of  superficial  courtesies,  the  col¬ 
lision  of  ideas,  the  lights,  the  music,  produced 
at  length  an  excitement  which  was  pleasurable, 
like  in  kind,  but  less  in  degree,  to  the  African 
dance,  which,  beginning  with  measured  paces, 
rises  to  a  frenzy  with  the  beating  of  the  drums, 
the  clapping  of  hands,  and  the  nervous  infection 
caught  from  a  common  movement.  The  music 
and  singing  charmed  her,  although  there  was  a 
certain  unreality  about  the  finest  efforts.  With 
the  recitation  she  was  not  satisfied,  for  she  re¬ 
membered  black  orators  who  had  addressed  the 
reverent  circle  of  their  tribe  with  a  power  and 
earnestness  which  the  hired  speaker  of  the  even¬ 
ing  did  not  approach.  She  pitied  the  performers, 
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and  imagined  that  they  must  feel  hurt  be¬ 
cause  the  interest  of  the  audience  in  them 
ceased  with  their  performance.  She  made  a 
timid  advance  of  recognition  to  them,  but  her 
offers  were  rewarded  with  a  blank  stare.  Evi¬ 
dently  they  looked  upon  her  as  a  governess  or 
poor  relation,  whose  attention  to  them  did  not 
carry  a  compliment.  There  were  also  the  Bishop 
of  Mercia  and  the  great  advocate,  Sir  Bathcourt 
Blizzard,  to  he  seen.  She  made  a  pardonable 
mistake  in  confusing  these  great  men,  as,  un¬ 
learned  in  clerical  dress,  she  did  not  observe  the 
distinction  between  them.  The  bishop  was  tall 
and  spare  in  figure,  with  an  eager,  dark  face, 
and  restless  manner.  His  business  ability  had 
lifted  him  to  the  throne,  and,  out  of  earshot, 
his  energy  in  conversation  more  betokened  the 
restlessness  of  the  Courts  of  Law  than  the  calm 
atmosphere  of  the  Episcopal  Palace.  On  the 
other  hand,  Sir  Bathcourt  Blizzard  was  venerable 
in  appearance.  Portly  in  figure,  he  had  a  gentle, 
benevolent  expression.  The  grey  hair  and 
precision  in  speech  added  to  the  ecclesiastical 
illusion.  In  the  course  of  argument  he  lifted 
his  hand  and  extended  his  fingers  as  if  in  the 
act  of  pronouncing  a  blessing  upon  his  opponent, 
but  the  conversation  reached  Christina  in  a 
fragment  or  two,  and  she  found  that  it  concerned 
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the  merits  of  particular  racehorses.  Vesper 
introduced  her  cousin  to  the  bishop,  and  then 
passed  on  to  the  neighbourhood  of  Mr.  Grace- 
broke,  placing  herself  within  the  reach  of  his 
observation,  but  apparently  engrossed  with  the 
greeting  of  other  friends.  When  he  detached 
himself  and  spoke  to  her  she  received  him  with 
well-bred  surprise — as  if  his  presence  had- just 
become  known  to  her. 

The  bishop  became  interested  in  the  story  which 
Christina  told  him  of  her  life  in  Africa.  The  con¬ 
descending  tone  which  he  had  at  first  adopted  to¬ 
wards  the  uncovenanted  service  in  mission  work 
melted  under  the  artless  words  in  which  the  girl 
related  the  struggle  with  paganism  and  fever  in 
that  lonely  corner  of  the  world.  He  forgot  the 
steps  of  rank,  the  shading  of  theology  in  his  own 
land.  His  grasp  upon  the  pastoral  staff  relaxed, 
and  for  a  brief  minute  he  threw  himself  into  the 
fight,  shoulder  to  shoulder  with  the  other  white 
men  who  were  forcing  the  line  of  European 
morals  and  faith  a  foot  forward  upon  the  Black 
Continent.  He  was  sound  enough  to  feel  the 
joy  of  mastery  in  the  old  football  field  rising 
into  the  heroism  of  the  Christian  athlete.  He 
was  almost  ashamed  of  himself  for  the  momentary 
illusion,  when  Mrs.  Fallowlett  broke  the  charm 
and  led  him  away  from  the  slip  of  a  girl  who 
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had  woven  the  spell  about  him,  but  he  muttered 
to  himself  an  apology,  “  out  of  the  mouth  of 
babes  and  sucklings/’ 

Sir  Bathcourt  Blizzard’s  quick  observation  had 

already  marked  Christina,  and  he  took  the  place 

of  the  bishop  by  her  side.  Nothing  escaped  the 

attention  of  that  able  cross  -  examiner,  whose 

experience  in  common  law  was  unsurpassed. 

He  saw  that  there  was  something  worthy  of 

remark  in  this  young  girl,  and  to  him  the 

lowliest  individual  might  offer  points  of  interest. 

Not  with  the  voice  of  the  storm,  which  could 

sweep  the  court  and  shake  the  bench,  but  with 

those  soft  and  melodious  notes  with  which  he 

drew,  as  by  a  charm,  information  from  the  most 

coy  witness,  he  obtained  from  Christina  in  a 
«/ 

short  time  all  the  facts  of  her  life.  More  than 
that,  he  realised  that  there  was  a  mystery  behind 
the  facts  which  could  not  be  solved  by  ordinary 
legal  process,  but  which  made  the  recital  almost 
romantic.  He  spoke  a  few  fatherly  words  to 
her  in  parting,  and  remembered  her  later  on. 
To  the  girl,  the  most  pleasant  companion  of  the 
evening  proved  to  be  a  fuming  little  man  who 
was  fretting  about  from  one  frivolous  group  to 
another  in  the  hope  of  catching  on  to  a 
favourite  topic.  With  the  intention  of  keeping 
him  quiet  and  contented  for  a  short  time,  the 
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host  brought  him  to  Christina,  and  asked  her  to 
give  Professor  Pacer  some  facts  about  Africa. 

u  Where  am  I  to  begin  ?  ”  asked  Christina, 
with  a  smile. 

“  At  the  very  beginning,  my  dear  young  lady  ; 
when  you  woke  into  existence.  I  mean,  when 
you  began  to  take  notice,  how  did  the  world 
shape  itself  to  you  ? 

Christina  paused  for  a  reply,  and  then  said, 
“  You  have  put  a  hard  question.  The  earliest 
memories  come  to  us  only  now  and  then,  like  faint 
clouds  which  melt  and  reappear.  It  is  not  easy 
to  think  amidst  this  talking  and  noise.  Do  you 
mind  following  me  into  the  conservatory  ?  ” 

“I  shall  be  delighted,”  replied  the  professor, 
and  he  went  after  her  through  the  crowded 
rooms,  conscious  of  the  polite  surprise  about 
them,  and  secretly  amused. 

“  Here,  surrounded  with  palms  and  flowers, 
we  can  let  our  thoughts  escape  from  the  fog  of 
London,”  he  added,  *  as  they  found  a  retired 
corner. 

“  The  first  thing  I  can  recall  is  the  shining 
black  face  of  my  old  nurse.  I  can  feel  myself 
rocked  in  her  arms  again  as  she  sang  me  to 
sleep  with  a  chant  of  her  own  village.  She 
only  turned  Christian  for  the  time  she  was 
hired,  and  went  back  to  her  Pagan  ways  after- 
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wards.  Nevertheless,  she  was  sweet  and  good 
to  me,  and  I  cannot  help  loving  her  under  any 
faith.  Then  I  remember  a  ride  in  a  canoe  with 
my  dear  father,  in  a  head  wind,  and  the  joy 
of  rising  and  falling  on  the  waves.  Then,  oh 
then — I  can  hardly  choose  for  you — memories 
come  thick  and  fast.  White  people  who  arrived 
at  the  station  and  did  not  stay  for  long  ;  or 
who  stayed  and  disappeared,  and  the  chapel  bell 
tolled  for  them.  Learning  my  lessons  on  a 
stool  at  my  father’s  feet,  growing  higher,  sitting 
by  him  at  the  table,  and  saying  grace  at  meals. 
Growing  taller  still,  learning  how  to  keep 
house,  to  teach  the  picaninnies  at  the  schools, 
to  copy  reports,  make  schedules,  and  so  on  ; 
until  father  died  like  the  others.  It  is  not 
a  happy  place  for  the  English,  and  if  I  had  to 
live  for  a  long  while,  I  think  I  would  rather 
be  an  African  out  and  out,  Professor  Pacer. 
They  are  friendly  to  the  climate,  and  they 
spend  their  days  and  end  their  lives  just  like 
happy  brutes.”  The  girl  had  tears  in  her  eyes 
as  well  as  in  her  voice,  and  her  questioner  kept 
silent  for  a  while.  He  was  a  man  of  unrest, 
and  behind  the  quick,  nervous  action  which 
seemed  to  the  surface  observer  to  show  a  super¬ 
ficial  mind  there  lay  a  reserve  of  thought  and 
emotion.  He  was  the  recipient  of  the  crude 
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doubt  and  struggling  faith  of  many  a  youth. 
Although  he  smiled  at  their  difficulties,  the 
ghosts  of  his  own  doubts  were  continually 
reappearing  in  their  questions  and  misgivings. 
He  struggled  for  certainty,  he  must  grasp 
certainty,  and  had  given  up  first  Christianity 
and  then  religion,  only  at  times  to  swing  back 
in  a  worry  of  doubt  as  to  his  own  material 
opinion.  The  phrase  which  Christina  had  used 
arrested  his  attention.  “  Happy  brutes  ”  fitted 
exactly,  and  if  the  growth  of  knowledge  and 
the  widening  area  of  experience  made  the  brutes 
unhappy,  that  was  a  detail  which  did  not  touch 
the  argument. 

“You  did  not  see  any  trace  of  soul  —  spirit 
— in  the  African,  Miss  Iiuefold  ?  Take  them 
as  a  whole,  dare  you  put  them  higher  in  the 
scale  than  intelligent  animals  ?  Endow  a  dog 
with  speech,  give  him  ten  thousand  years  of 
experience,  teach  him  to  dance  upon  his  hind 
legs,  to  use  his  fore  paws  in  handling  his  food 
and  begging  for  more,  and  there  you  have  a 
good  imitation  of  your  black  man.  Every 
thought,  word,  and  action  of  this  animal  would 
depend  upon  the  suggestion  of  circumstance.  Is 
it  not  so  in  the  case  of  your  African  ?  The 
dark  forest  is  full  of  strange  sounds  at  night, 
and  he  peoples  it  with  gods  many.  The  wind 
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sweeps  over  the  open  land,  the  sky  quivers  with 
lightning,  and  the  upper  world  receives  its  share 
of  deities.  The  missionary  comes  with  his 
science  of  Europe  and  his  creed  of  Jesus  Christ. 
Under  the  touch  of  the  white  man  the  African 
believes  and  is  baptised.  The  white  man  dies, 
and  when  his  black  convert  is  left  alone  in  the 
hush,  nature  again  asserts  its  lordship.  I  beg 
your  pardon,  I  am  afraid  I  have  offended  you.” 

Christina  had  flushed  painfully,  for  she  felt 
the  force  of  the  criticism  upon  her  father’s 
calling,  and  resented  it. 

“  Look  about  you,  professor,  if  you  please. 
Do  you  not  see  in  England  that  people  are  as 
much  guided  by  circumstances  as  in  Africa  ?  I 
am  sure  that  we  are  all  acting  a  part,  and  have 
not  even  the  satisfaction  of  pulling  our  own 
strings.” 

“Better  and  better,  my  dear  Miss  Buefold,” 
exclaimed  the  professor,  laughing  outright. 
“  You  have  reached  the  conclusion  before  me, 
and  I  am  chasing  you  out  of  breath.  We  are 
only  automata,  even  the  best  of  us.  The  doll 
which  I  tortured  in  early  youth  to  plague  my 
little  sister  was  a  simpering  composition  which 
shut  its  eyes  when  tilted.  The  doll  which  you 
discarded  a  few  years  ago  probably  walked  and 
talked,  and  perhaps  could  be  wound  up  to  sing 
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a  snatch  of  a  song.  There  }'ou  have  the  differ¬ 
ence  between  Europe  and  Africa.  So  with  our 
religions.  They  rise  in  rank  with  our  rise,  and 
in  order  to  spare  ourselves  the  supposed  degrada¬ 
tion  of  being  like  dumb,  driven  cattle,  we  idealise 
the  forces  which  make  and  mar  our  lives.  I 
am  afraid  I  have  said  too  much  for  your  peace 
of  mind,  but  you  must  give  me  credit  for  good 
intention.  I  am  not  one  of  those  men  who 
insult  women  by  conceding  to  them  the  right 
to  an  unlimited  illusion.  Nothing  is  to  be 
gained  by  leaving  them  in  undisturbed  posses¬ 
sion  of  their  emotional  creeds.  Better  that  a 
girl  sufficiently  old  to  think  for  herself  should 
enter  upon  a  right  path  of  thought  early  in  life 
than  she  should  have  to  surrender  her  convictions, 
hardened  by  habit,  later  on,  with  unspeakable 
pain  to  herself,  and  often  with  damage  to  her 
character.  That  is  the  view  I  should  take  if  I 
had  daughters  of  my  own.  I  am  not  so  for¬ 
tunate  ;  I  have  not  been  married.” 

“  Africans  have  souls  to  be  saved — at  least, 
that  is,  most  of  them.  They  do  say,  I  have 
heard,  that  there  is  a  people  of  the  kind  you 
describe.  They  told  me  something  about  them — 
men  with  fine  bodies,  but  without  souls.  They 
live  far  away  to  the  north,  beyond  our  station  ; 
no  one  has  ever  returned  who  visited  them 
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except - She  bit  her  lips  in  sliarae,  for  the 

story  of  her  own  mother  had  almost  escaped 
her. 

“  The  bourne  from  which  no  traveller  re¬ 
turns,5'  he  said  lightly,  desiring  to  relieve  her 
from  embarrassment.  “  It  is  probably  only  a 
romance,  Miss  Ruefold,  but  it  is  a  curious  little 
bit  of  superstition.  That  reminds  me  of  a  para¬ 
graph  I  have  just  read  in  one  of  the  society 
papers  about  the  discovery  of  the  missing  link. 
He  is  expected  to  arrive  in  England  in  the 
course  of  a  few  weeks.  My  scientific  interest 
was  dashed  by  finding  that  he  was  to  be  ex¬ 
hibited  at  a  place  of  entertainment  called  the 
‘  Happy  Valley.’  The  paragraph  went  on  to 
speak  of  the  great  expense  and  difficulty  involved 
in  his  education  and  importation,  so  that  I  am 
afraid  the  whole  tiling-  is  a  fraud.  You  cannot 
have  heard  anything  of  it?” 

Now  Christina  remembered  the  conversation 
of  which  she  had  been  an  unwilling  hearer  before 
she  embarked,  but  she  did  not  like  to  mention 
it  to  a  stranger.  It  was  clear  to  her  quick  wits 
that  she  was  expected  to  know  nothing  of  the 
“  Happy  Valley.”  She  was,  however,  saved  from 
the  necessity  of  a  reply  by  the  intrusion  of  two 
other  persons  upon  her  who  had  been  standing 
for  some  time  on  the  other  side  of  the  shrubs. 
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“  Christina,  we  had  lost  you ;  I  have  been 
quite  concerned  !  ”  exclaimed  Vesper,  whose  eyes 
were,  brighter  than  usual.  “  Let  me  introduce 
you  to  another  friend — Mr.  Vincent  Gracebroke, 
Miss  Puefold.  Will  you  take  me  back,  Pro¬ 
fessor  Pacer,  and  find  me  some  refreshment?” 

“  I  hope  you  found  the  professor  a  pleasant 
companion,”  Vincent  began,  as  they  followed 
into  the  house. 

“  You  know  him,  I  see,”  she  remarked. 

“  Yes,  we  were  at  Cambridge  together — that 
is,  he  was  a  coach  in  those  days — he  is  a  lot 
older  than  I  am ;  now  he  has  a  professorship. 
He  can  talk  well  when  he  pulls  up  in  time  and 
does  not  bore.  He  never  snubbed  us  as  the 
tutors  and  other  officials  were  apt  to  do.  I 
suppose  we  deserved  the  snubbings,  but  it  is 
pleasant  to  air  your  own  opinions.” 

“  You  often  changed  your  opinions,  did  you 
not  ?  ”  suggested  Christina,  as  she  was  expected 
to  say  something. 

“  Frequently.  In  fact,  you  really  don’t  under¬ 
stand  your  own  views  until  you  have  put  them 
plainly  to  somebody  else.  That  is  the  advantage 
of  freedom  of  expression  ;  you  get  a  chance 
of  changing  your  opinions  before  it  is  too 
late.” 

“When  is  it  too  late?”  inquired  the  girl. 
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“  You  can  make  a  change  when  you  like — I 
mean,  when  you  find  it  necessary.” 

“  Not  always,”  said  Vincent.  “  A  fellow  gets 
stuck  up  about  himself,  then  falls  into  the  hands 
of  a  clique,  his  opinions  are  run  into  their  mould, 
and  cooled  down  to  cast-iron.  He  defends  them 
through  fair  and  foul  because  they  are  the  views 
of  his  set.” 

“  I  should  have  thought  that  a  sensible  man 
would  decline  to  be  the  slave  of  his  own 
opinions,”  said  Christina,  with  a  smile. 

“  Exactly,  and  that  was  the  value  of  Racer 
to  us.  He  formed  a  societ}^  for  discussion,  and 
called  it  the  ‘  Grass-green  Club.’  We  went  in 
for  first  principles  and  reorganised  society  and 
the  universe.  I  believed  that  we  were  saved  by 
our  wild  talk  from  much  loose  thinking  after¬ 
wards.” 

“  There  is  Miss  Fallowfett  again,”  put  in 
Christina,  who  had  found  a  more  congenial  topic 
than  the  fortunes  of  a  Cambridge  debating 
society.  “  She  will  understand  the  professor 
better  than  I  can  hope  to  do.” 

“  Racer,  yes ;  Mr.  Fallowfett  knew  him  before 
he  went  up.  Tell  me  your  first  impression  of 
England,  Miss  Ruefold,”  he  added  hurriedly; 
and  from  his  wish  to  change  the  subject, 
Christina  concluded  that  there  was  a  significance 
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in  the  gentle  murmuring  which  had  come  to  her, 
at  intervals,  in  the  conservatory.  Her  impression 
of  England  was  not  to  be  given  at  that  moment, 
for  a  servant  stood  at  her  elbow  and  asked  to 
speak  with  her.  She  went  outside,  and  the  maid 
told  her  that  two  persons  had  called  and  asked 
for  her,  but  they  had  declined  to  give  their  names. 

“Who  are  they?”  asked  Christina.  “I  do 
not  know  anyone.  Are  they  working  people  or 
gentlefolk  ?  ” 

“  I  do  not  like  to  say,  miss.  The  man  looks 
a  gentleman  poorly  off,  and  the  little  girl  wears 
rather  common  things.” 

“Where  are  they?” 

“  Sitting  in  the  hall,  miss ;  they  saw  the 
rooms  were  full,  and  the  gentleman  said  he 
would  not  give  any  trouble.  He  did  not  know 
it  was  a  party  night,  or  he  would  not  have 
come.  He  only  wanted  to  speak  to  you  for  a 
minute.” 

A  little  elated  with  the  attention  she  had 
received,  and  unusually  excited  by  a  scene  which 
was  altogether  new  to  her,  Christina  went  down 
the  staircase,  feeling  slightly  annoyed  at  the  ill- 
timed  interruption.  The  hall  was  not  so  well 
lighted  as  the  room  she  had  left.  The  house 
was  full  of  noise,  hut  the  empty  space  at  the 
foot  of  the  stairs  seemed  lonely  by  contrast,  and 
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the  two  figures  on  the  bench  at  the  end  looked 
stranded  and  forlorn.  They  turned  to  her  as 
she  approached  them,  and  she  saw  the  worn  face 
of  a  man  well  on  in  middle  life.  His  hair  and 
heard  were  grey,  and  he  was  dressed  in  rather 
ill-fitting  black  clothes.  The  girl  was  about 
twelve  years  old,  delicate,  with  large  gray  eyes, 
which  were  fixed  in  wonder  upon  the  stately 
young  woman  who  was  approaching  the  pair. 
She  stood  before  them,  and  the  man  rose  and 
put  out  his  hand  with  a  timid  respect  for  the 
girl,  who  had  evidently  surprised  him  by  her 
carriage  and  assurance. 

“  I  expected  to  meet  a  sickly,  nervous  child, 
who  required  English  air  to  make  her  strong ; 
hut  you  are  a  healthy  young  woman,  Christina, 
and  a  handsome  one — God  be  with  you.  I  am 
your  uncle  Marcus,  your  father’s  brother.  To¬ 
day  I  found  that  you  had  arrived ;  you  did  not 
write,  and  we  have  come  at  once  to  welcome 
you.  I  see  it  is  an  awkward  moment,  so  we 
will  not  stay,  but  come  and  see  us  as  soon  as 
you  are  able,  and  our  house  is  always  your 
home,  my  child. ” 

Christina  remembered  that  with  the  heedless¬ 
ness  of  youth  she  had  omitted  to  write  to  her 
relations,  and  she  expressed  her  regret.  Now 
that  she  looked  at  him  attentively  she  could 
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trace  her  father  in  her  uncle,  but  the  girl  was 
a  little  stranger  to  her. 

“  This  is  our  only  daughter  Zephyr.  The 
others  are  boys,  and  away  in  the  world. 
Strange,  is  it  not,  that  your  father,  his  brother, 
and  his  cousin  should  each  have  one  only 
daughter?  Kiss  your  cousin,  Zephyr.” 

The  child  looked  up  with  some  awe  at  the 
strange  tall  girl,  hut  the  gray  eyes  softened,  a 
light  came  into  them,  and,  as  Christina  stooped, 
the  little  one  put  her  arms  about  the  elder’s 
neck  and  whispered,  “  1  know  I  shall  love  you  ; 
come  and  see  us  soon.”  A  rush  of  emotion 
swelled  the  heart  of  Christina,  and  she  kissed 
the  child  again  and  again.  “  Kiss  me  also, 
Christina,”  said  her  uncle,  and  the  next  minute 
they  had  gone  away. 

When  the  girls  had  retired  for  the  night 
Vesper  soon  dispensed  with  the  help  of  her 
maid  and  opened  the  door  which  connected  the 
two  rooms.  “Chris',”  she  said,  “come  here,  I 
have  something  important  to  tell  you.” 

Christina  soon  understood  that  the  subject  of 
importance  would  take  some  time,  and  the  two 
girls  settled  themselves  comfortably  before  the 
tire. 

“What  do  you  think  of  Mr  Gracebroke  ?  ” 
began  Vesper. 
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“In  relation  to  me,  or  to  yourself?”  asked 
Christina,  mischievously. 

“You  have  guessed,  I  suppose.  Well,  he  did 
ask  me  to-night.  I  have  suspected  his  purpose 
for  some  weeks.  I  think  the  boy  really  likes  me.” 

“You  are  probably  right  in  that,  as  he  asks 
you  to  be  his  wife.  What  answer  did  you  give 
him  ?  ” 

“  Put  him  off,  of  course.  I  did  not  intend  to 
spoil  him  by  accepting  him  all  at  once.  I 
suppose  I  shall  do  so  presently.” 

“But  you  love  him,  Vesper?” 

“  You  innocent  child,  I  like  him  well  enough, 
and  he  likes  me.  I  daresay  we  shall  get  on 
together.” 

“But  you  would  not  marry  a  man  you  could 
not  love,  and  who  had  not  convinced  you  of  his 
own  affection?” 

“  You  are  not  in  Africa  now,  Miss  Chris’. 
There  it  is  simply  a  matter  of  so  many  beads 
or  cattle,  and  the  girl  is  given  over.  Here  we 
have  the  beads  or  cattle  under  the  form  of 
settlements,  but  the  girl  has  a  voice  in  the 
matter.  Love,  in  your  sense  of  the  word — a 
devouring  passion — is  the  marriage  of  the 
circulating  libraries.” 

“Vesper,  you  know  that  persons  do  marry 
for  pure  love  frequently.” 
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“  Not  once  in  twenty  times,  and  when  they 
do  it  is  often  a  lifelong  mistake.  Passion  is 
often  felt  for  an  individual  with  whom  marriage 
is  impossible,  I  admit  ;  but  girls  in  our  position 
are  trained  to  keep  it  under  restraint.  Of  course 
there  must  be  no  repulsion  ;  the  conditions  of 
age  and  position  ought  to  suit  ;  and  a  promise 
should  not  be  exchanged  until  the  girl  and  man 
know  and  really  like  each  other.  Sometimes 
that  feeling  ripens  into  passion  after  marriage,  I 
am  told,”  added  Vesper  discreetly. 

“  I  am  sure  I  wish  you  every  happiness,” 
said  Christina,  rising  suddenly,  wishing  her  cousin 
a  good-night,  and  passing  into  her  own  room. 

A  little  later,  when  the  light  was  out,  and 
the  tire  had  dropped  low,  Vesper  called  through 
the  open  door,  “You  must  think  well  of  me, 
Chris’.  I  am  not  so  hard  as  you  take  me  to 

c' 

be.  One  must  be  sensible  and  worldly,  if  you 
like  the  word,  at  such  an  important  moment  in 
a  girl’s  life.  I  like  him,  Chris’,  and  I  think 
that  I — love  him.  It  is  strange — is  it  not  ? — the 
power  that  we  girls  have  to  move  men’s  hearts. 
We  must  prolong  the  situation  as  far  as  we 
can,  and  not  give  ourselves  away,  must  we  not, 
Chris’  P  ”  Put  Christina  was  asleep. 


E 


Y. 


Will  you  do  your  work  fitfully,  liappy  when  a  shaft  of  sun¬ 
light  strikes  the  tools,  listless  under  a  gray  sky  1  Will  the 
lathe  and  handy  glue-pot  tempt  you  to  careless  joinery  for  a 
quick  return'?  Or  can  you  toil  steadily  at  plank  and  block 
until  your  purpose  grows  into  shape,  then  to  discover  another 
Workman  at  the  bench  beside  you,  not  seen  before,  Who  will 
plane  the  harder  knots  for  you,  and  Who  will  unite  your  work 
with  His  own,  thus  lifting  your  ideal  in  the  act  of  fulfilling  it  1 

On  the  day  following,  Gregory  Fallowfett  sug¬ 
gested  to  the  girls  a  beginning  of  the  “  country 
cousin  ”  round  of  London  sights.  “  It  will  do 
even  you  good,  Vesper,”  he  remarked,  “  to  see 
some  of  our  stock  shows.  Those  of  us  who  are 
town- born  know  much  less  of  our  native  city 
than  the  Scotsman  or  the  intelligent  foreigner. 
I  myself  have  never  been  to  the  Tower  or  to 
the  top  of  the  Monument.” 

“  Christina  had  better  begin  with  the  Zoo’, 
1  should  say,”  put  in  Vesper.  “  She  will  be 
more  at  home  with  the  wild  animals;  they  will 
remind  her  of  her  native  land.” 

It  was  a  word  spoken  in  jest,  but  it  hid  a 
truth.  Christina  was  moved  by  the  creatures 
who  were  restlessly  pacing  their  dens.  The  care 
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with  which  they  were  tended  increased  the  pity 
she  felt  for  their  hopeless  captivity.  It  was  no 
chance  of  war  which  had  made  their  prison,  but 
a  deliberate  intention  to  change  their  lives  and 
to  thwart  their  instincts.  She  had  never  seen 
wild  animals  in  confinement,  and  although  she 
had  occasionally  heard  the  voices  of  the  creatures 
of  the  night,  and  seen  them  dead  as  trophies, 
there  was  a  give-and-take  in  the  struggle  between 
man  and  beast  which  satisfied  her  sense  of  justice. 
Vesper  was  amused  at  the  disquiet  of  her  com¬ 
panion,  and  joked  her  upon  her  sensitive  feeling. 

"  If  you  are  going  to  trouble  yourself  about 
these  well  kept  brutes,  you  will  have  no  compas¬ 
sion  left  for  the  horses  and  other  domestic 
animals  who  have  not  half  the  attention  which 
is  shown  here.  I  thought  there  were  still  slaves 
left  in  Africa,  and  that  all  kinds  of  atrocities 
were  practised  upon  human  beings.  Is  not  an 
ill-treated  man  a  more  pitiable  spectacle  ?  ” 

“  I  do  not  think  so,”  answered  Christina. 
“  The  man  has  his  intelligence ;  he  is  one  in 
nature  with  his  captor.  He  can  combine  to  fight 
for  freedom,  and  his  soul  will,  in  the  worst  case, 
escape  like  a  bird  from  the  snare.  But  these 
creatures  surrender  their  all  to  us,  and  are 
absolutely  helpless  in  our  hands.' 

“  I  do  not  suppose  they  feel  it  in  the  manner 
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you  imagine.  If  they  had  you  for  two  minutes, 
Chris’,  you  could  then  judge  of  their  sentiment 
towards  us.  We  are  animals  too,  are  we  not? 
We  cannot  afford  to  give  away  the  supremacy 
which  it  has  taken  thousands  of  years  to 
acquire.” 

“  Yes,  we  are  like  them,  [  know,  and  it  is 
just  that  knowledge  which  stirs  my  sympathy. 
[  am  one  with  them,  and  the  fellowship  is  a 
very  sad  one.  I  cannot  «walk  about  this  place 
any  longer.  Let  us  leave  it,  Vesper.” 

They  saw  London  thoroughly,  and  at  last 
Christina  begged  to  he  taken  into  the  outskirts. 
She  was  oppressed  by  the  size  of  the  city,  and 
by  the  swarming  crowds. 

“  I  learned  the  populations  of  the  world  in 
my  geography  book,”  she  said,  “  but  I  never 
realised  the  meaning*  of  four  millions.  The 
thought  of  them  almost  stifles  me.  Is  there  no 
wild  country  near  to  London — no  wilderness 
where  a  few  people  might  scatter  and  be  them¬ 
selves  ?  ” 

“  Epping  Forest,”  suggested  Gregory  Fallowfett. 

“  On  a  bank  holiday,”  added  his  wife.  “  My 
dear  child,”  she  said,  addressing  Christina,  “  they 
will  not  let  us  run  about  half-clothed  in  England. 
Not  even  with  an  African  sun  will  the  police 
permit  the  cheap  and  ready  African  costume.” 
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“  You  do  not  understand  me,  Mrs.  Fallowfett,” 
she  replied.  “I  like  3’our  English  ways.  They 
are  pleasant  and  proper,  but  there  are  times  and 
seasons  when  we  want  to  he  free,  to  speak  and 
act  naturally,  to  use  our  limbs  freely,  when  we 
are  young.” 

“  You  can  join  a  gymnastic  class,”  said  her 
cousin  Gregory.  Vesper  made  a  small  grimace 
at  her  mother. 

“What  freedom  do  you  wish?”  asked  Mrs. 
Fallowfett,  with  genuine  astonishment. 

“  You  would  not  like  me  to  run  briskly 
along  Oxford  Street,  or  to  clap  my  hands  if  my 
heart  were  filling  with  the  joy  of  life,”  said 
Christina. 

“  Not  with  me,  if  you  please,”  put  in  Vesper. 
“  If  you  tried  that  in  London,  you  would  get 
caged  like  }~our  brothers  and  sisters  in  the  Zoo’.” 

“  It  seems  that  a  girl  must  not  do  a  noble 
or  kind  action  if  it  is  peculiar  and  attracts  atten¬ 
tion.” 

“You  will  get  over  that  in  course  of  time,” 
said  Gregory.  “  You  are  new  to  it  all,  but 
you  will  find  that  my  wife  and  daughter  are 
the  best  people  to  put  you  right,  and  we,  too, 
shall  be  the  better  for  a  little  fresh  blood.” 

But  in  spite  of  the  good-tempered  considera¬ 
tion  which  he  really  felt  for  Christina,  he  had 
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to  extend  his  sympathy  to  his  wife  when  she 
told  him  that  their  visitor  had  fastened  a  cord 
to  the  chandelier  in  her  room,  and  had  used  it 
so  vigorously  as  a  trapeze  that  the  gas-fitting 
had  come  to  ruin.  There  was  no  opposition, 
therefore,  on  the  part  of  the  family  when 
Christina  proposed  to  go  on  a  visit  to  her 
relations  at  the  other  end  of  London. 

“Would  you  like  to  take  something  to  Mrs. 
Kuefold?  They  are  quite  poor  and  can  hardly 
make  two  ends  meet,5'  said  Mrs.  Fallowfett,  as 
she  looked  through  her  tablet  of  engagements. 
“  I  am  going  to  the  stores  this  afternoon  and 
could  get  a  present  for  you  to  take.” 

“  Yery  kind  of  you,  I  am  sure,”  said  her 
husband,  mischievously  intervening ;  “the  Iiuefolds 
would  highly  appreciate  your  generosity.” 

“  I  was  thinking  that  Christina  would  rather 
trust  her  purse  to  me  than  rely  upon  her  own 
experience,”  replied  Mrs.  Fallowfett  hastily,  and 
then  she  muttered  a  remark  about  the  numerous 
claims  upon  her. 

Marcus  Fuefold  was  the  pastor  of  a  church 
in  the  far  east  of  London.  It  was  a  district 
which  had  seen  better  days,  when  clerks  and 
local  tradesmen  lived  in  the  houses,  which  still 
retained  rough  front  gardens  and  an  air  of 
comfort.  Now  they  had  gone  to  live  in  the 
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open  country,  beyond  the  scents  of  the  factories. 
The  bye-roads  and  garden  spaces  had  been 
covered  with  small  streets,  which  teemed  with  the 
factory  hands.  There  was  still  plenty  of  air, 
for  the  houses  were  low,  built  before  the  age 
of  model  dwellings,  and  the  main  thoroughfare 
was  a  broad  road  along  which  the  tram-cars 
constantly  jingled.  The  heavy  square  chapel  was 
“  run  ”  on  the  old  lines,  and  had  not  declined  to 
the  condition  which  would  warrant  the  new  birth 
into  the  mission-hall.  Marcus  Ruefold  had  toiled 
patiently  in  the  ancient  rut,  keeping  the  small 
traders  and  the  decent  poor  faithful  to  the  place, 
in  spite  of  the  attractions  of  the  ritualist  service 
and  the  Salvation  Army  trumpets  on  the  one 
hand,  or  the  Secularist  orators  and  Sunday 
concerts  on  the  other.  It  was  hard  work,  and 
needed  the  grit  of  a  man  to  do  it.  The  income 
flickered  and  wavered,  but  he  never  asked  for 
help,  and  no  philanthropist  sought  him  out.  Now 
and  again  a  “  new  movement  ”  was  started,  and 
the  boom  of  its  first  success  rumbled  through 
London  and  shook  the  old  chapel  ;  but  the 
modest  work  held  its  own,  whilst  frequently 
the  new  movement  died  away  into  circulars. 

-  The  Ruefokls  lived  in  a  plain  little  house  in  a 
side  road,  but  Christina  felt  it  was  home  from 
the  moment  when  Zephyr,  who  had  been  watch- 
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ing  at  the  window,  ran  to  the  gate,  and 
the  awkward  maid  opened  the  door  of  the  cab. 
A  motherly  woman  stood  at  the  top  of  the 
steps  and  took  Christina  into  her  arms.  When 
her  uncle  joined  them  downstairs  he  said, 
“  There  has  not  yet  been  an  opportunity  of 
asking  you  about  your  father  and  his  work, 
Christina.  It  is  reported  that  he  died  like  a 
martyr  at  the  stake.  It  was  his  devotion,  I 
take  it,  that  killed  him.” 

Christina  hesitated.  She  loved  her  father, 
but  in  her  own  heart  she  knew  that  he  fell  a 
victim  to  the  accident  of  climate,  like  any 
ordinary  trader  might  have  done. 

“  I  know  he  was  quite  faithful  to  the 
cause,”  she  replied,  “  but  I  don’t  think  that 
he  worked  harder  of  late.  When  he  was  a 
young  man  he  expected  to  die  like  the  other 
men ;  but  as  he  grew  older  he  thought  he  had 
become  salted  to  the  climate  and  was  safe.” 

“  I  know  what  you  mean,”  replied  her  uncle. 
“  His  work  appeared  to  you  so  homely  and 
regular  that  it  was  easy  to  lose  sight  of  the 
heroism.  We  cannot  keep  martyrdom  at  full 
flame,  but  it  is  none  the  less  martyrdom  because 
the  fire  is  a  slow  one.” 

“  You  have  done  as  much,  Marcus,  every  bit,” 
put  in  his  wife.  “  You  have  sacrificed  every- 
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thing  for  your  people.  He  lias  refused  to  leave, 
my  dear,  again  and  again,  when  most  flattering 
offers  have  come  to  him,”  she  interposed, 
addressing  Christina. 

O 

“  You  must  have  a  rough  sort  of  people  to 
deal  with  in  these  streets.  They  must  be  worse 
than  our  black  folk,  for  they  have  to  unlearn  so 
much  before  you  can  get  them  to  accept  the 
truth.” 

“It  is  a  dangerous  thing  to  treat  people  as 
a  class,  my  dear,”  replied  Marcus.  “No  teacher 
can  influence  a  class  in  the  gross.  It  is  only 
when  he  recognises  the  variety  of  character  and 
temperament,  when  he  begins  to  separate  the 
mass  into  individual  men  and  women,  that  his 
own  influence  comes  into  play.” 

“  That  is  true,”  put  in  his  wife.  “  You  may 
break  up  a  mothers’  meeting  into  characters 
distinct  enough  to  furnish  a  stage  act.” 

“  I  shall  want  some  more  talk  with  you, 
Christina,  about  missionary  work,”  said  Marcus. 
“  I  have  an  idea  that  we  are  not  altogether 
right  in  our  method — we  Christian  English,  I 
mean.  If  I  were  king  ;  if  I  had,  not  much,  say 
two  thousand  pounds  of  my  very  own,  we 
would  go  abroad,  my  dear  Jane,  we  would  try 
our  new  plan.  I  should  be  no  loss  to  London, 
Christina,”  he  continued.  “  Twenty  preachers 
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are  ready  to  leap  into  my  place  here.  Each  of 
them  has  a  brand-new  way  for  reaching  the  hearts 
of  the  working  men.  Let  them  try;  but  give 
me  also  a  chance  of  work  under  other  skies  and 
with  a  different  race.” 

“Well,  you  cant  do  it  yet,  Marcus,”  said 
Mrs.  Ituefold,  who  had  been  waiting  for  an 
opportunity.  “  In  the  first  place,  we  have  not 
got  the  two  thousand  pounds  which  you 
demand ;  in  the  second  place,  the  climate  would 
be  death  to  Zephyr ;  and  in  the  third  place,  tea 
is  waiting,  and  we  all  want  it.” 

O  7 

When  Marcus  had  retired  to  the  little  square 
den  which  was  dignified  by  the  title  of  “study,” 
Mrs.  Euefold  assured  Christina,  with  that  con¬ 
fidence  which  the  wives  and  daughters  of  uu- 
successful  men  always  possess,  that  her  husband 
was  not  properly  appreciated,  and  that  his 
abilities  ranged  too  high  for  the  common  people. 
“  I  should  prefer  a  black  man  and  his  idols  to 
a  dingy  dock  labourer,  squalid  in  his  poverty. 
It  is  the  squalor  which  affects  one  more  than 
the  colour  of  the  skin.  Your  uncle  Marcus  has 
a  strong  antipathy  to  the  smell  of  fried  fish. 
With  all  his  philanthropy  he  can  hardly  pass  a 
fried  fish  shop  in  the  afternoon,  even  to  do 
a  charitable  deed.” 

On  Sunday  Christina  saw  the  chapel  at  its 
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best.  The  walls  were  painted  a  cold  French 
grey ;  the  gas  Hared  brightly  in  the  gloom  of 
the  morning  fosr.  as  well  as  in  the  cleaner 
darkness  of  the  evening.  The  pews  were  filled 
with  a  decently  clad  congregation.  The  galleries 
were  empty,  except  for  a  few  adventurous  souls 
dotted  here  and  there ;  but  the  galleries 
represented  the  chance  members  of  the  con¬ 
gregation.  To  the  surprise  of  Christina,  she  saw 
Professor  Pacer  with  two  ladies.  She  mentioned 
this  at  the  brief  family  meal  after  the  morning 
service,  and  was  told  by  Mr.  Puefold  that  Mr. 
Pacer  frequently  came  to  bis  church.  “  Those 
two  ladies  are  his  sisters  ;  they  live  in  the 
neighbourhood  ;  their  brother  is  their  chief 
support,  and  in  the  vacation  he  is  a  frequent 
visitor  at  the  church.” 

“But  does  he  really  care  for  the  service?  ' 
asked  Christina,  with  wondering  eyes.  “  I  have 
recently  met  him,  and  thought  that  he  would 
never  enter  a  church.” 

“  Yes  he  will;  his  bark  is  worse  than  his 
bite.  He  loved  his  mother  dearly,  and  at  her 
dying  request  he  follows  the  forms  of  religion. 
I  hope  he  will  be  all  right  at  the  last,  but  you 
must  give  men  like  him  time  in  which  to  swing 
round.  By  the  way,  Jane,  we  will  ask  him  to¬ 
night  for  supper  and  a  pipe.” 
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“  You  must  come  and  see  my  people,  Miss 
Ituefold,”  said  the  professor,  when  he  came  round 
in  the  evening.  “  Some  of  our  Cambridge  men 
go  in  for  coins  or  seals.  I  collect  sisters,  as  a 
cult,  you  understand.” 

After  supper  the  men  brought  out  their  pipes 
and,  it  must  be  added,  sipped  their  whisky  and 
water.  Out  of  the  subject  of  the  preacher’s 
address  grew  a  discussion  to  which  Christina,  in 
a  corner  of  the  room,  listened  attentively. 

“  I  am  prepared  to  admit  all  you  ask  for,” 
said  the  minister,  “  but  I  give  you  a  different 
explanation  to  the  one  you  proffer.” 

“  Then  let  me  hear  it,”  said  his  companion. 
“  If  you  abandon  your  Old  Testament  account 
of  the  origin  of  mankind,  the  whole  religious 
theory  tumbles  to  pieces.  You  accept  an  evolu¬ 
tionary  theory  of  the  birth  of  man.  Very  good ; 
but  having  accepted  it,  you  desire  to  introduce 
a  personal  Creator  into  the  operation  ?  ” 

“  That  is  so,”  replied  the  minister,  “  and  I 
think  I  can  show  you  that  such  an  intervention 
is  really  necessary.  Smoke  quietly  for  a  few 
minutes,  and  I  will  try  to  demonstrate  it.  We 
must  admit  that  the  evolution  of  species  is  a 
gradual  and  selective  process.  Nature  throws 
aside  many  broken  pots  before  she  has  fired  the 
one  which  is  to  serve  as  her  type.  In  some 
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cases  her  process  leads  to  a  dead-end,  from  which 
there  is  no  escape.  You  will  not  get  any  further 
improvement  out  of  certain  insects  and  animals, 
for  example,  like  the  bee  and  the  beaver.  Now 
the  presence  of  man  is  evidence  of  a  selection 
which  has  been  going  forward  through  the  past 
ages  of  animal  life.  There  is  indeed  a  purpose 
running  through  the  whole  process  of  evolution. 
From  one  animal  a  branch  had  been  thrown  out, 
giving  a  new  type,  before  the  first  had  vanished 
from  the  world.  So  the  upward  progress  had 
been  continued,  until  a  human  creature  had 
struggled  out  of  the  mass,  and  taken  its  place 
as  the  master.  Is  there  not  in  all  this,  guidance, 
control,  forethought — in  other  words,  a  Creator 
working  patiently  for  a  given  end,  and  taking 
infinite  pains  and  time  in  the  process  ?  ” 

The  professor  laid  down  his  pipe.  “  Now 
may  I  speak  ?  ”  he  said  eagerly.  “  Your  argu¬ 
ment  would  be  watertight  if  you  could  show  that 
your  product  man  was  perfect  when  he  had 
emerged  from  the  battle  of  the  centuries.  But 
you  must  bear  in  mind  that  the  development  has 
continued  into  historical  times.  It  is  even  now 
proceeding  slowly,  in  accordance  with  laws  which 
have  been  tested  under  our  eyes.  No,  you  are 
safer  under  the  pages  of  the  Book  of  Genesis  than 
behind  such  a  rampart  as  you  are  trying  to  throw 


62 


THE  Q. U TOKENING  OF  CALIBAN: 


up  There  is  a  dignity  about  a  Being  who  ‘  speaks 
and  it  is  done/  and  Who  creates  the  world  in 
six  days.  I  can  respect  the  teaching  which  I 
cannot  accept.  Do  not  ask  me,  however,  to  take 
in  exchange  for  that  sublime  and  impossible  idea 
the  figure  of  a  Divine  Workman  who  can  make 
experiments,  but  who  does  not  understand  the 
material  upon  which  He  works.  No,  the  mis¬ 
takes,  the  misfits  of  life,  would  be  a  reproach 
to  a  Personal  Creator.  We  are  the  more  reverent 
who  worship  Force,  stirring  and  expanding  dead 
matter ;  Force  as  certain  and  relentless  as  a 
river,  wearing  its  own  crooked  course  along  the. 
path  of  least  resistance  ;  Force  modified  by  the 
matter  through  which  it  drives,  and  breaking  into 
a  delta  of  many  manifestations.  That  is  the  only 
theory  of  life  possible  at  present.” 

“  Go  back  to  your  pipe,  you  Sadducee,  and 
listen  to  me,”  said  Marcus.  ,(I  will  accept  your 
live  force,  and  your  dead  matter ;  they  are  both 
part  and  parcel  of  the  material  universe.  Leave 
them  alone ;  let  us  watch  the  effect.  Your  live 
force  will  play  with  matter  as  a  squirrel  does 
with  his  revolving  cage,  and  a  meaningless  re¬ 
volution  will  be  the  result,  or  it  will  tumble  the 
dead  material  until  it  is  without  form  and  void. 
Hush !  wait  a  bit.  Mind  descends  upon  the 
chaos  ;  the  Spirit  of  God  broods  upon  the  living 
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material,  and  a  Divine  purpose  brings  cosmos 
out  of  the  confusion.  But  the  working  mind 
is  leisurely  in  its  progress ;  it  guides,  corrects, 
controls.” 

“  Why  this  waste  of  patience  and  time,  my 
dear  Ruefold  ?  Why  did  not  the  Almighty 
Creator  mould  the  mass  at  once  into  the  forms 
He  required?  If  He  wanted  an  Adam  He  could 
knead  him  out  of  the  red  clay,  and  the  new  man 
could  call  the  animals  about  him  for  his  company, 
without  the  thought  of  cousinship  to  make  the 
meeting  an  awkward  one.” 

“  If  you  will  attend  seriously,  I  will  tell  you. 
Allow  that  matter  is  eternal,  then  the  Eternal 
Mind  deals  with  the  co-eternal  matter  according 
to  those  laws  which  are  native  to  the  material. 
As  a  chemist  can  combine  or  decompose  the 
natural  objects  he  handles,  calling  into  being 
new  forms,  yet  unable  to  subtract  from  or  to  add 
to  the  total  sum  of  his  material,  so  may  the 
Great  Intelligence  be  limited  to  the  processes 
which  give  certain  results.” 

“  No  miracles  are  admitted  then  ?  ”  inter¬ 
rupted  Bacer. 

“  Of  course,  I  do  not  exclude  miracles.  The 
miraculous  may  be  a  quick  and  unusual  method 
of  reaching  a  result — a  method  of  special  appli¬ 
cation.  There  are  plenty  of  alternative  routes 
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known  to  science.  The  divine  idea  of  man 
worked  out  by  the  Infinite  Mind  produces  at 
last  a  human  creature,  equipped  in  frame  and 
brain,  but  without  the  spirit ;  therefore  the 
actions  of  this  creature  are  governed  by  cir¬ 
cumstances  and  suggestion  modified  by  inherited 
instinct.  Unto  this  creature  God  imparts  the 
breath  of  the  Eternal,  a  quickening  spirit.  A 
new  era  begins,  and  whilst  the  same  law  is  at 
work  in  the  mortal  body,  the  spiritual  man 
comes  under  that  lifting  and  refining  process 
which,  from  the  moment  of  the  new  birth,  is 
seeking  to  complete  in  the  creature  a  likeness  to 
his  Creator.  The  laws  of  the  two  spheres  clash 
— flesh  and  spirit  are  contrary  the  one  to  the 
other.  Presently  the  body  fulfils  its  fixed  round 
and  goes  back  to  the  earth,  which  cries  out  for 
it,  from  which  it  sprang,  and  to  which  it  be¬ 
longs.  The  spirit,  with  the  joys  and  woes  of 
its  lower  existence  thick  upon  it,  returns  to  its 
Maker  for  a  new  form  through  which  it  may 

work  out  its  own  destiny.  The  material  falls 
back  into  the  common  stock,  the  spiritual  re¬ 
turns  literally  to  the  God  who  gave  it.  Eternal 
life  is  the  gift  of  the  Eternal  Spirit,  and  an 

individual  existence  must  depend  upon  the  re¬ 

sponsible  use  of  the  gift.  Here,  again,  we  have 
the  Highest  Workman  engaged.  We  are  co- 
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workers  with  God  in  the  salvation  of  the  in¬ 
dividual  self;  grace  is  the  supreme  intelligence, 
labouring  according  to  the  essential  laws  of 
spirit.  Creation  and  redemption  are  summed 
up  in  the  sentence,  ‘  My  Father  worketh  hither¬ 
to,  and  I  work.’  ” 

“Your  account  is  interesting,”  said  the  Pro- 
fessor,  after  a  pause,  “  but  I  cannot  see  that 
it  rests  upon  a  basis  of  ascertained  fact.  The 
Bible  does  give  an  explanation,  which  is  founded 
upon  tradition,  respectable  on  account  of  its 
antiquity.  I  do  not  accept  it,  but  would  rather 
swallow  it  whole  than  have  to  adopt  a  brand-new 
theory.  We  run  on  parallel  lines  when  we  both 
admit  the  facts  of  evolution  ;  but  I  contend  that 
Natural  Law,  which  you  want  to  place  under 
a  Supreme  Intelligence,  is  quite  able  to  take  care 
of  itself,  and  to  carry  forward  that  higher  mental 
development  which  you  associate  with  the  en¬ 
dowment  of  spirit.  How  can  you  separate  the 
poetry  of  the  Book  of  Genesis  from  the  facts 
to  which  it  bears  witness  ?  ” 

“  As  I  separate  the  flame  from  the  lamp,  the 
trumpet  from  the  music  breathed  through  it," 
answered  Ruefold.  “  You  shall  not  cramp  me 
-  in  a  fortress  which  cannot  resist  modern  artil¬ 
lery.  I  will  descend  into  the  plain  and  meet 
you  with  your  own  weapons,  upon  equal  terms." 
r 
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“  Then  you  must  admit  the  theory  of  intelli¬ 
gent  men,  without  a  share  in  the  spirit  life, 
having  roamed  the  world  in  past  ages,  and  that 
vestiges  of  them  ought  to  remain?”  said  the 
Professor. 

“  Undoubtedly ;  the  primeval  remains  scat¬ 
tered  about  the  world  can  be  explained  in  this 
way.” 

“  And  if  the  evolution  of  mankind  was  not 
from  a  single  stock,  that  it  is  quite  possible 
there  may  be  still  men  on  the  earth  who  have 
not  yet  passed  through  the  rudimentary  stage? 

“  Quite  possible,  and  even  probable,”  replied 
Ruefold. 

“You  are  right,  uncle,  it  is  true,  and  I  know 
it  quite  well,”  came  a  voice  from  the  dark 
corner. 

“Miss  Ruefold,  I  had  quite  forgotten  your 
presence,”  said  the  Professor  to  Christina.  “  I  hope 
we  have  not  bored  you  with  our  wrangle.” 

A  little  figure  appeared  in  the  doorway.  It 
was  Zephyr,  with  her  light  hair  twisted  into 
small  screws,  which  turned  her  into  a  weird 
little  goat. 

“If  you  please,  Professor,”  she  began,  with 
the  manner  of  a  lesson  committed  to  memory, 
“  mother  does  not  wish  to  drive  you  away,  but 
she  says  it  has  struck  twelve,  and  she  is  afraid 
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your  sisters  will  think  you  have  come  to 
harm.’’ 

“Bless  my  heart,  so  it  is!”  said  the  Pro¬ 
fessor,  jumping  up.  “  Well,  we  must  be  on  the 
look-out  for  the  possible  man-creature,  Ruefold,” 
lie  continued,  as  he  put  on  his  coat. 


YI. 


We  should  look  reverently  upon  the  lowest  form  of  organic 
life,  for  in  its  simple  folds  may  lie  hidden  the  most  complex 
purpose  of  God. 

“  The  Happy  Valley  ”  is  a  successful  music- 
hall  and  place  of  entertainment.  It  does  not 
spare  expense  in  advertising  when  it  brings  a 
novelty  before  the  public,  and  the  arrival  of 
Forest  Bokrie  in  England  was  announced  by  an 
artistic  poster  of  enormous  size.  The  scene  was 
a  tropical  forest,  and  several  armed  Europeans 
and  negro  servants  were  cautiously  approaching 
a  creature,  half-brute,  lialf-man,  who  was  stand¬ 
ing  at  bay  and  brandishing  a  tree  branch. 
Overhead,  amongst  foliage,  could  be  partially 
seen  the  forms  of  like  creatures,  who  were 
peering  through  the  cover.  A  few  gaudy  birds 
and  coloured  creepers  were  brought  in  to 
brighten  up  the  picture.  At  one  corner  of  the 
sheet  a  portrait  of  the  same  creature  was  given  ; 
but  although  the  features  were  the  same,  the 
figure  was  represented  in  a  loud  sporting  suit  of 
English  cloth.  The  manager  of  “  The  Happy 
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Valley  ”  gave  his  own  portrait  at  the  opposite 
corner.  At  the  foot  of  the  poster  ran  the 
announcement :  “  The  Mystery  Solved ;  the  Miss¬ 
ing  Link  Found !  Come  and  see  Forest  Bokrie, 
the  Man-Ape  of  Africa!  Twice  daily,  at  3  p.m. 
and  at  8  p.m.  Doctors  and  clergy  admitted  free 
to  the  private  interviews  after  each  performance.” 
It  was  not  long  before  the  new  sensation  had 
found  its  way  into  Behemoth  Square,  and  was 
talked  over  at  the  dinner-table  of  the  Fallow- 
fett  family.  Christina  had  concluded  the  week’s 
visit  to  her  East-end  friends  and  had  re¬ 
turned  to  the  Fallowfetts’.  Vincent  Gracebroke 
brought  the  details  of  the  new  show  to  the 
girls,  and  was  pleased  particularly  to  watch 
the  interest  in  the  eyes  of  Vesper’s  forei  gn  - 
looking  friend.  He  really  liked  Vesper,  and 
considered  her  perfectly  suited  to  be  his  wife. 
There  was  a  repose,  a  propriety  about  her, 
which  harmonised  with  high-class  furniture  and 
good  connections.  But  that  strange,  tall  girl 
already  exercised  a  piquant  attraction  for  him. 
She  had  an  unexpected  fund  of  natural  feeling 
which  broke  out  in  unaccustomed  places ;  and 
although  this  might  be  embarrassing  in  the  wife 
of  a  rising  professional  man,  it  was  highly 
diverting  to  the  present  young  gentleman  with¬ 
out  encumbrance. 
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“  Yes,  Miss  Ruefold,  I  have  really  met  him 
face  to  face  at  last,”  he  saicl  on  one  visit.  “  It 
was  late  last  night,  after  the  performance ;  the 
poor  brute  was  tired  and  could  not  talk  much. 
Oh,  yes,  he  is  as  human  as  you  or  I ;  he  speaks 
English  fluently,  with  only  an  accent  slight 
enough  to  give  it  a  flavour.  They  taught  him 
a  great  deal  at  the  mission  school,  and  he  is 
certainly  near  enough  to  monkeydom  to  possess 
a  considerable  power  of  imitation.  He  could 
learn  anything  and  remember  it  too,  I  should 
say.  He  actually  quoted  Horace  to  me ;  but  the 
odd  thing  is  that  he  can’t  act  without  a  sug¬ 
gestion.” 

“  If  he  is  so  clever,  why  do  you  speak  of  him 
in  that  tone  of  contemptuous  pity?  ”  inquired 
Christina. 

“  Because  there  is  something  amiss,  my  dear 
Miss  Ruefold;  hut  for  the  life  of  me  I  cannot 
tell  where  the  difference  comes  in.  I  should 
guess  it  is  some  flaw  in  the  moral  quality ;  the 
mission  people  had  awful  difficulty.  He  was 
cunning  enough  to  get  all  the  education  he  could 
out  of  them,  but  they  could  not  control  him  a 
bit  after  he  became  a  man.” 

“What  is  he  like,  Mr.  Gracebroke?  Tell  me 
once  again.” 

“  In  his  evening  clothes,  and  with  his  gloves 
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and  boots  on,  you  would  only  notice  his  great 
height — about  six-and-a-half  feet — a  slight  for¬ 
ward  thrust  of  the  body,  and  the  retreating 
facial  angle.  He  has  a  somewhat  long  muzzle, 
like  a  dog’s  jaw.  His  eyes  are  large  and  brown, 
with  a  big  animal’s  unconscious  stare  in  them. 
There  is  peculiarity  about  his  fingers  and 
toes.  The  doctors  say  that  some  are  joined  like 
a  baby’s  glove.  I  really  hardly  know  whether 
he  possesses  the  traditional  caudal  stump ;  but 
taken  altogether  he  is  curiously  near  in  type  to 
a  superior  and  highly  developed  animal  of  the 
ape  race.  He  really  warrants  an  expenditure  of 
half-a-crown  for  the  public  and  five  shillings  for 
the  private  performance.” 

“I  wish  I  could  see  him!”  exclaimed  Christina. 
“  Are  the  people  kind  to  him  ?  Hoes  he  seem 
very  sad  ?  ” 

“  Realty,  Christina,”  interposed  Vesper,  forcing 
a  laugh,  “  don’t  waste  your  surplus  emotion  on 
a  creature  such  as  that.  Buy  a  pug  dog  and  pet 
him  instead  of  this  monster.  You  will  have  to 
change  your  name  to  Titania.” 

“  I  must — I  mean  I  should  like  to  see  him. 
Poor  fellow ;  he  is  all  alone  amidst  thousands  of 
hard  faces.” 

“You  need  not  be  uncomfortable  about  him, 
I  assure  you,  Miss  Iiuefold.  He  is  making  a 
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hatful  of  money,  and  the  only  danger  for  him 
is  that  he  will  throw  it  away  in  some  wretched 
bit  of  folly.” 

“  Could  you  take  me,  Mr.  Gracebroke? — or 
get  me  a  ticket  rather,”  she  added,  with  a 
quick  blush. 

“  Do  you  mean  to  the  ‘  Happy  Valley,' 
asked  Vesper.  “  Impossible ;  you  do  not  under¬ 
stand — you  do  not  know  the  difference  between 
places  of  amusement.  Pray  do  not  continue  the 
subject;  mamma  will  explain  it  to  you.” 

“  I  can  take  care  of  myself,”  answered  Chris¬ 
tina  proudly ;  “  no  one  will  dare  offer  me  a 

word.  Never  mind,  I  will  not  ask  you,  Mr. 
Gracebroke;  thank  you  for  all  your  trouble.” 

“  I  think  it  might  be  managed,”  said  Grace¬ 
broke,  glancing  at  Vesper,  who  looked  away. 
“  Pacer  is  going — your  friend  the  professor,  Miss 
Puefold — and  if  he  and  I  joined  our  forces  we 
could  carry  you  safely  through  fire  and  water. 
An  afternoon  performance  is  quite  as  effective 
as  the  evening  in  this  dark  weather,  and  you 
would  be  restored  to  your  friends  in  ample  time 
for  dinner.” 

So  it  was  arranged,  for  although  Vesper 
showed  an  icy  disapprobation,  and  Mrs.  Fallowfett 
pitied  the  girl’s  taste,  Gregory  Fallowfett  only 
laughed,  and  told  his  wife  and  daughter  that 
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if  they  pulled  the  reins  too  tightly  they  would 
drive  Christina  into  some  escapade  which  might 
compromise  them  all. 

When  they  reached  the  “Happy  Valley,” 
Christina  saw  that  one  end  of  the  building  was 
filled  by  the  stage,  hut  round  the  circle  of  the 
hall  there  was  a  large  free  space.  There  were 
two  deep  galleries  running  the  whole  length,  and 
beneath  them  were  sundry  side-shows,  filling  the 
recesses.  Before  and  after  the  stage  performances 
the  mesmeric  experiments,  spotted  ladies,  and 
strong  men  could  be  seen  in  a  leisurely  manner, 
and  duly  appreciated.  Overhead  ran  a  tangle  of 
rope  and  wire,  with  looped-up  swings,  but  the 
gymnast  just  now  was  subordinated  to  other 
attractions.  When  the  curtain  ran  up  a  forest 
scene  was  represented,  with  a  clearing  up  to  the 
foot-lights,  and  a  deep  glade  in  the  rear.  In 
the  clearing  a  party  of  traders  assembled ;  they 
lighted  a  fire,  pitched  their  tents,  and  prepared 
to  encamp  for  the  night.  There  were  three  men 
and  two  women,  and  one  was  carrying  a  child. 
When  their  preparations  were  made  they  took 
their  evening  meal  together,  and  the  black  porters 
who  were  with  them  gathered  into  a  group  and 
ate  apart.  Night  was  darkening,  the  fire  was 
made  up,  a  watch  was  set,  and  the  party  retired 
to  sleep.  There  were  strange  noises  in  the 
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forest,  but  for  a  time  nothing  actually  disturbed 
the  travellers.  The  men  set  to  watch  were 
overcome  as  well,  and  dropped  asleep  at  their 
post.  What  was  that  figure  which  was  stealing 
up  to  the  camp  as  softly  as  a  cat,  sometimes 
erect,  sometimes  on  all  fours  ?  It  approached 
the  party,  when  one  of  the  guard  awoke  ;  there 
was  a  shout  of  alarm  and  a  discharge  of  fire¬ 
arms.  In  the  confusion  the  creature  escaped, 
and  after  a  conference  in  the  startled  camp,  and 
a  beating  of  the  neighbouring  thicket,  order  was 
restored.  But  high  above  the  sleeping  group  the 
spectators  observed  a  movement  in  the  branches 
of  a  tall  tree.  Hand  over  hand  the  same  creature 
descended  ;  now  testing  the  strength  of  a  bough, 
now  arresting  his  descent  half-way  to  listen  for 
a  sound  of  detection  from  below.  Sharply  he 
turned  from  this  side  to  that,  horribly  alive,  from 
his  ugly  muzzle  to  his  long  clinging  feet — a  man 
in  form,  a  beast  in  agility.  The  creature  reached 
the  last  support  and  extended  its  long  flexible 
body  to  the  full  before  it  dropped,  without  a 
sound,  on  to  the  moss  at  the  foot  of  the  tree. 
He  stopped  for  an  instant,  and  then  crawled  on 
feet  and  hands  swiftly  to  the  tent  where  the 
women  were  sleeping.  There  was  an  interval  of 
suspense,  and  out  rushed  the  thing,  nearly  up¬ 
right  now,  clasping  in  its  arms  the  sleeping  child. 
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On,  on  he  fled  to  the  glade,  when  the  child  awoke 
and  cried  out.  Her  voice  aroused  the  others  ; 
the  mother  in  a  frenzy  started  for  the  glade,  the 
men  pursued  ;  but  the  guns  might  not  be  used 
for  fear  of  hurting  the  child.  Now  a  storm 
broke ;  thunder  boomed,  lightning  darted,  the 
rain  hissed.  In  the  midst  of  the  tempest  the 
party  returned  in  detachments ;  the  women  were 
weeping  and  wringing  their  hands.  The  men 
hung  their  heads;  the  pursuit  was  in  vain.  Then 
a  shout  was  heard ;  the  last  two  men  returned ; 
they  were  dragging  a  captive  between  them.  What 
was  it?  The  mother  pressed  forward — had  the 
child  been  found  ?  No,  they  had  captured  a 
wriggling  little  brute,  evidently  belonging  to  the 
creature  who  had  robbed  them.  He  had  taken 
their  child,  and  they  had  secured,  in  retribution, 
this  fierce  little  cub,  who  could  not  keep  up  with 
the  headlong  flight  of  its  parent.  The  curtain 
fell  at  this  point  upon  the  first  scene.  Of  course 
the  part  of  the  ape-man  had  been  played  by 
Forest  Bokrie,  and  a  lad  had  been  employed  to 
represent  the  smaller  creature.  Christina  had 
never  seen  a  stage-play,  and  this  dramatic  scene 
fascinated  her.  The  next  picture  was  the  Mission 
Station — a  painfully  clean  block  of  buildings 
with  a  tangled  country  in  the  background.  A 
few  men  were  grouped  at  the  front  in  impossible 
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black  coats  and  white  panama  hats.  Forest 
Bokrie  entered  dressed  in  a  half  European  costume. 
He  shook  hands  with  the  authorities,  showed 
them  by  experiment  his  skill  in  gardening,  and 
at  the  carpenter’s  bench.  He  was  directed  by 
them  to  the  school-house,  when  a  leopard  in 
pursuit  of  an  antelope  leaped  the  fence.  The 
officials  fled  to  cover ;  but  Bokrie,  casting  aside 
the  impediment  of  his  English  dress,  mastered 
the  animal,  and  it  slunk  away.  Then  the  curtain 
fell  again.  The  third  part  of  the  entertainment 
was  restricted  to  the  appearance  of  Bokrie  in 
evening  dress,  accompanied  by  a  fluent  person 
who  gave  a  discourse  upon  the  education  of  the 
captive  hero,  and  his  introduction  to  English 
manners.  He  touched  upon  the  physical  differ¬ 
ences  which  were  exciting  interest,  and  invited 
the  attendance  of  both  religious  and  scientific 
men  to  the  private  discussion  of  these  points  in 
a  room  adjoining. 

Christina  was  moved  painfully  at  the  scenes 
she  had  witnessed.  It  appeared  to  her  as  if  the 
drama  of  her  mother  s  life  had  been  unrolled 
before  curious  eyes.  She  recoiled  from  the 
thought  that  her  own  mother  might  have  begun 
her  life  in  a  scene  like  that.  She  was  aware 
that  the  picture  had  been  coloured  and  exag¬ 
gerated  for  the  purpose  of  effect ;  but  she  felt  a 
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dread,  at  that  moment,  to  learn  more  about 
Bokrie,  lest  her  repugnance  should  be  deepened, 
and  that  disgust  might  destroy  her  sympathy. 
She  shuddered  at  the  thought  that  the  blood  of 
these  monsters  might  even  be  throbbing  in  her 
own  veins.  Gracebroke  was  disappointed  at  the 
slight  interest  she  showed,  and  imagined  that 
the  girl’s  delicacy  of  taste  had  been  offended, 
and  that  consequently  a  reaction  of  feeling  had 
set  in.  Christina  pleaded  a  headache,  and  retired 
to  her  room  for  the  rest  of  the  evening.  During 
the  few  days  following  she  avoided  a  reference 
to  her  visit,  and  the  ladies,  believing  that  a  cure 
for  her  craze  was  in  active  process,  left  the 
subject  alone.  But  the  girl  was  really  too  en¬ 
grossed  with  the  question  to  trust  herself  to 
argue  it.  She  knew  that  she  would  not  obtain 
help  from  her  friends  at  home,  and  guessed  that 
Gracebroke  really  shared  in  their  prejudice.  Yet 
her  instinct  told  her  that  there  was  more  behind 
to  discover.  She  knew  that  there  was  a  scientific 
puzzle  which  was  drawing  the  attention  of  in¬ 
telligent  men,  but  as  a  woman  she  was  debarred 
from  personal  investigation.  To  prove  that  this 
poor  creature  ought  not  to  be  counted  as  a  pariah 
amongst  men,  to  demonstrate  that  his  growth  of 
mind  warranted  the  hope  that  a  higher  nature 
was  ready  to  descend  upon  the  afflicted  body, 
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were  the  objects  of  her  secret  desire.  Her 
woman’s  tact  suggested  that  the  best  method 
was  to  use  the  influence  which  she  possessed 
with  the  professor,  and  thus  to  compensate  for 
the  restriction  imposed  upon  her  sex.  She  wrote 
to  Racer,  asking  him  as  a  favour  to  seek  an 
interview  with  Eokrie,  and  shrewdly  added  that 
if  he  could  arrange  for  a  meeting  apart  from 
the  showmen  he  was  much  more  likely  to  reach 
the  truth,  for  Bokrie  would  not  then  repeat  the 
stock  story  which  had  probably  been  written  for 
him.  The  professor  crushed  the  innocent  note 
in  his  hand,  and,  with  that  caution  which  marks 
the  man  who  is  attaining  middle  life  without 
marriage,  committed  the  discourtesy  of  not  send¬ 
ing  a  reply.  He  had  a  good  reason  for  com¬ 
pliance  with  the  artless  request,  for  his  own 
curiosity  had  been  excited ;  but  he  was  ashamed 
to  give  the  countenance  of  a  scientific  interest 
to  what  might,  after  all,  turn  out  to  be  an 
advertised  fraud.  The  people  in  charge  of  Bokrie 
were  naturally  jealous  of  any  independent  visits 
to  him  ;  but  Racer  managed  with  a  little  trouble 
to  get  the  number  of  the  house  in  the  dreary 
street  near  to  the  hall  where  Bokrie  was  exhibited. 
The  unsuspecting  landlady  believed  that  she  had 
a  very  tall  Indian  gentleman  for  a  lodger.  He 
was  called  for  by  a  cab  regularly  every  afternoon 
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and  evening.  He  did  not  return  home  until  early 
in  the  morning,  hut  he  gave  no  trouble,  as  he 
took  his  meals  out  of  the  house,  paid  his  hill 
weekly,  and  rarely  spoke  to  anyone.  He  had  a 
friend  who  came  for  him,  and  who  frequentl}'  had 
to  guide  the  latch-key  at  night.  The  faded,  fly¬ 
blown  lodging-house  rooms  on  the  first  floor  were 
about  as  great  a  contrast  to  the  African  wilder¬ 
ness  as  could  be  drawn.  They  were  empty  when 
Itacer  was  shown  into  them,  with  the  promise 
that  the  Indian  would  arrive  before  six  o’clock. 
After  the  visitor  had  looked  about  him,  and  found 
nothing  to  suggest  the  den  of  the  wild  beast, 
his  patience  gave  out,  and  he  was  in  the  act  of 
dropping  a  card  upon  the  table — not  without  a 
flash  of  humour  at  the  idea  of  leaving  a  card 
upon  a  possible  ape — when  the  street-door  opened 
and  there  were  voices  in  the  little  passage  below 
the  stairs.  He  waited,  and  in  another  minute 
was  rewarded  by  the  entrance  of  a  thick-set,  red¬ 
faced  man,  who  advanced  to  the  table  and  stared 
at  him.  Bokrie  followed,  and  stooped  as  he 
entered  the  door.  The  first  man  continued  to 
stare,  and  was  apparently  perplexed,  but  soon 
made  up  his  mind. 

“  Thank  ’ee,  sir,  I  don’t  care  for  your  name,  ” 
he  said,  as  Racer  bowed  and  pushed  the  card 
across  the  table.  “  I  know  what  you  have 
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come  about,  and  the  name  doesn’t  signify  to  me. 
You  are  either  the  ‘  Golden  West,’  the 
‘Phoenix,’  or  the  ‘Cat  and  Monkey;’  or  you 
have  perhaps  come  direct  from  the  ‘  Starry 
Splendour.’  Yes,  the  ‘  Starry  Splendour  ’  bears 
me  a  grudge  for  bringing  this  gentleman  to  the 
‘  Happy  Valley,’  and  they  want  to  cut  in.  All 
in  good  time,  but  you  have  got  to  negotiate 
through  Bullock  Sopp,  all  of  you.” 

“  I  beg  your  pardon,”  replied  the  professor 
mildly,  “  but  I  have  no  stake  at  all  in  these 
places  of  entertainment — not  one  single  share.  I 
really  wish  I  had,  Mr.  —  I  forget  your  name, 
Mr.  Bullnose  Hopp.” 

“  Very  neat  indeed  ;  you  may  not  hold  a  share. 
That’s  quite  likely;  but  you  are  paid  a  good  ‘com’ 
on  your  introductions.  Let’s  understand  one 
another.  I  have  no  objection  to  your  getting  at 
the  value  of  the  article — none  in  the  least;  but 
the  business  must  pass  through  the  hands  of  yours 
truly.  Come  now,  if  you  are  the  ‘  Starry 
Splendour,’  sajr  so  at  once  ;  it  is  of  no  use  to 
beat  about;  and  now  to  terms.” 

“  My  dear  sir,  I  am  only  quite  small  potatoes, 
and  there  is  nothing  of  a  starry  splendour  about 
me.  In  my  whole  life  I  shall  not  earn  the 
amount  which  the  ‘  Starry  Splendour  ’  divides 
amongst  its  lucky  proprietors  in  a  single  twelve 
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months.  I  want  to  have  a  few  minutes’  chat 
with  your  friend,  not  with  a  view  to  any  com¬ 
mercial  speculation.  I  am  a  poor  professor, 
employed  in  the  University  of  Cambridge  to 
teach  youths  who  have  the  grace  to  listen. 
If  there  is  anything  of  importance  to  science  in 
your  new  find,  I  shall  send  a  flock  of  visitors 
to  swell  your  takings.” 

Here  Bokrie  spoke  for  the  first  time.  “  The 

m 

man  talks  fair  and  square,  Sopp  ;  let  me  alone. 
I  shall  take  no  harm.” 

“  Don’t  you  trust  him,  the  little  wretch ;  he 
looks  mischief,”  said  Bullock  Sopp,  highly 
incensed  at  the  interruption,  and  losing  all 
respect  for  the  feelings  of  anyone  who  thwarted 
him. 

“Nonsense,  Sopp,  you  treat  me  like  a  child; 
don’t  try  that  game  on,”  replied  Bokrie.  This 
assertion  of  independence  roused  the  full  powers 
of  the  agent,  who  had  visited  the  refreshment 
bar  at  the  back  of  the  sta«’e  more  than  once 

O 

that  afternoon.  His  language  required  some 
editorial  control.  “  You  debased,  chicken-hearted 
young  nigger,  are  you  going  to  teach  me  ? 
Aren’t  I  keeping  you  out  of  the  nether  regions 
-  every  instant  }'Ou  are  off  the  stage  ?  Do  you 
think  I  am  doing  that  for  the  sake  of  the 
mission  angels  ?  No,  it’s  for  my  own  cash  book, 
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not  for  you,  who  have  more  tail  than  soul,  and 
not  enough  of  that  to  keep  you  going  long. 
You  wait  a  few  months,  and  when  the  public 
give  you  up  you  may  go  to  perdition  for  all  1 
care.  T  shall  have  done  with  you — there  now  ” 
This  was  an  unwise  outburst  from  Bullock 
Sopp,  for  he  had  brought  Bokrie  over,  and  knew 
the  possible  result  of  rousing  his  temper.  He 
looked  for  the  fire-irons,  but  Racer  was  standing — 
an  interested  spectator — before  the  fender,  and 
blocked  the  way.  The  creature  before  them 
seemed  to  change  with  his  fury,  and  to  lose  his 
human  likeness.  His  dress,  his  surroundings 
grew  incongruous,  and  the  two  men  drew 
together  in  a  sympathy  of  fear.  Wide  as  was  the 
crevasse  between  them  in  thought  and  feeling, 
a  deeper  chasm  separated  the  men  from  this 
animal.  His  arms  were  raised  in  a  threatening 
attitude,  and  his  stature  grew  imposing  as  he 
towered  above  them  in  the  shabby  little  room. 
For  a  second  he  stood  irresolute,  and  then, 
pointing  to  the  door,  he  shouted,  “  Go,  go  now, 
or  I  will  tear  you  in  pieces  like  this  !  ”  and  he 
caught  up  a  stick  and  snapped  it  into  fragments. 
Sopp  realised  his  indiscretion  and  the  danger  of 
the  situation ;  so  muttering  something  between 
an  oath  and  a  farewell,  he  dodged  round  the 
table  and  got  away:  Racer  felt  the  risk  of 
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exposure  to  the  wrath  of  a  being  who  might 
not  be  held  answerable  for  his  actions,  and  was 
disinclined  to  furnish  copy  for  the  morning 
papers.  He  was  a  pigmy  compared  with  this 
giant,  but  he  took  the  position  coolly,  and  sat 
down  until  the  effervescence  of  the  other  man's 
anger  had  subsided.  After  taking  a  few  strides 
about  the  room  Bokrie  recovered  himself,  and, 
turning  to  Racer,  said,  “  Have  some  whisky.” 

‘"No,  thank  you,  and  if  you  will  permit  me 
to  say  a  friendly  word,  I  should  advise  you  to 
keep  off  it  yourself.  You  have  been  excited, 
and  it  won’t  do  you  any  good.” 

“  They  tell  me  it  is  the  brandy  I  ought  to 
shun,  and  that  the  whisky  won’t  do  me  much 
harm  ;  but  they  tell  me  any  lie  which  suits 
them  ;  I  don’t  know  what  to  believe.” 

“  The  climate  here  is  so  different  to  that  of 
your  native  country,  Mr.  Bokrie,  and  the  police 
are  at  every  street-corner  in  London.  I  would 
be  most  careful  of  my  cups  and  of  my  company  if 
I  were  you.” 

“  Certainly,  very  good  advice  ;  sounds  like  the 
parson’s  talk  at  the  Mission  House.  That  fellow 
Sopp — he  tries  to  rule  me  according  to  his  own 
way ;  makes  money  out  of  me  ;  he  is  not  a 
gentleman  like  you.  But  he  wheedles  me 
mostly,  and  then  he  does  what  he  chooses — all 
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for  himself,  you  understand  ;  not  for  my  good. 
That  is  my  nature,  in  a  word.  You  can  do  ad 
you  please  with  me  if  you  give  me  kind  words. 
I  can’t  escape  other  people’s  influence  unless  I 
am  made  angry,  then  I  can  manage  for  myself  ; 
or  1  take  too  much  drink,  and  then  devils 
whisper  to  me,  and  I  obey  them.” 

“  Well,  sir,  I  am  sorry  for  you,  and  I  should 
like  to  help  you,  but  I  am  a  man  of  science  and 
have  only  come  to  see  you  for  the  sake  of  my 
work.  Will  you  sit  down  and  tell  me  some¬ 
thing  about  yourself?  ” 

Bokrie  eyed  him  doubtfully.  “  What  do  you 
want  to  know?”  he  asked.  “  Bullock  Sopp  gives 
me  twenty  pounds  a  week,  but  I  believe  he  gets 
one  hundred  out  of  me.  He  says  he  wants  the 
difference  to  pay  for  the  expense  of  bringing 
me  over.  If  yo u  will  allow  me  thirty,  or  even 
twenty-five  pounds,  I  will  throw  up  my  contract 
with  him,  and  give  you  a  chance.  He  has  got 
it  on  paper  with  little  red  seals,  but  what  does 
that  matter  ?  I  can  chaw  up  his  paper  and  his 
seals,  though  he  does  threaten  me  with  the 
police-court.  They  would  not  touch  me,  or  if 
they  did,  I  am  ready  to  die  fighting.” 

“  What  can  you  want  with  the  money,  Mr. 
Bokrie  ?”  inquired  the  professor. 

“  Nothing  or  everything.  There  are  beauti- 
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ful  tilings  in  tlie  shops  I  should  like  to  have. 
Precious  stones  such  as  you  will  hardly  see  in 
Africa,  and  lots  of  fine  things.  He  tells  me  I 
have  not  money  enough  to  buy  them,  and  when 
I  go  in  to  ask  a  price  the  shop-people  lock  the 
cases,  stare  at  me,  whisper,  and  laugh.  Besides, 
he  gets  me  to  spend  all  I  receive  ;  I  don’t  know 
exactly  how  it  goes — largely  upon  him  I  should 
say;  so  that  I  am  poor  at  the  end  of  each  week.' 

“I  am  sorry  for  you,  I  am  sure,”  said  Pacer, 

‘  but  I  can’t  undertake  the  charge  of  you  at 
present.  Does  that  scene  at  the  ‘  Happy  Valley  ’ 
represent  the  way  in  which  your  ancestors  lived 
in  the  woods? 

“That  hit  of  lath-and-plaster  tomfoolery? 
No,  indeed.  That  is  all  got  up  by  the  manager 
and  Bullock  Sopp  between  them.  I  did  not  care 
about  it,  hut  they  said  it  must  he  so.  It  was 
not  the  truth,  they  knew,  but  the  British  public 
did  not  ask  for  the  truth.  I  can  scarcely 
remember  the  way  in  which  we  lived ;  I  was 
such  a  little  beggar  when  they  caught  me,  and 
I  have  to  work  back  through  so  large  a  lot  of 
information  they  have  crammed  into  me  to  get 
to  my  earliest  days.  We  did  not  live  in  a 
.  forest,  although  they  dragged  me  through  miles 
of  it  when  they  carried  me  off.  Open  country 
I  can  remember,  with  knolls  rising  into  hills, 
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and  patches  of  wood  here  and  there.  Plenty  of 
running  streams,  pasture,  cattle,  and  little  slips 
of  cornland  close  to  the  villages ;  well-made 
huts,  spears,  and  swords,  kilns  and  forges ;  so 
we  were  metal  workers.” 

“But  the  people  themselves  P  ”  pressed  Pacer, 
growing  interested. 

“  They  were  tall  and  strong,  something  like 
myself.  I  know  they  must  have  been  clever 
after  a  kind,  much  more  skilful  than  the  negroes. 
We  had  a  greater  number  of  animals  in  use  than 
the  white  people  have — dogs,  apes,  and  others — 
and  they  worked  well  for  us  because  we  under¬ 
stood  their  nature.  Language — yes,  of  course, 
we  talked  fluently  to  one  another,  but  I  can 
only  remember  an  odd  word  or  two.  Better 
than  you,  we  knew  the  meaning  of  every  sound 
the  lower  creatures  make,  and  could  imitate 
them ;  so  that  the  animals  served  us  well.  I 
am  sure  that  this  knowledge  had  not  been 
acquired ;  it  was  traditional,  as  you  call  it.  I 
have  put  piece  to  piece  of  the  fragments  left  in 
my  mind,  and  sometimes  a  matter  which  was 
indistinct  and  blurred  comes  out  clearly  after 
I  have  been  thinking  hard  upon  it.  My  people, 
in  a  remote  age,  must  have  spread  over  the 
north-west  of  Africa,  hut  they  had  been  driven 
out  by  invaders  who  entered  the  continent  from 
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the  eastern  side.  We  are  only  a  remnant  of 
the  original  people,  and  have  found  a  refuge 
for  the  last  few  centuries  in  a  land  beyond  the 
great  forest.  I  believe  that  we  are  an  intelligent 
race,  yet  we  never  combined  into  great  king¬ 
doms,  but  were  always  broken  into  village 
societies  under  temporary  chiefs.  We  could 
never  act  together  in  masses  as  other  natives 
have  done,  and  this  kept  us  weak.  Then  we 
loved  life  and  enjoyed  it  too  well  to  give  it  up 
for  an  idea.  We  know  there  is  nothing  beyond 
the  darkness  of  death,  and  that  we  are  only 
the  children  of  the  day.  We  require  to  be 
made  very  angry  indeed  before  we  will  fight. 
Who  would  sell  his  right  to  the  earth  and  air 
and  sun  for  a  reward  which  must  go  to  other 
people  P  Your  priests  and  rulers  have  persuaded 
you  that  it  is  a  fine  thing  to  die  for  your 
country  ;  but  the  man  who  is  befooled  like  that 
is  sacrificed  like  a  slave  to  the  glory  of  his 
master.” 

The  professor  had  jotted  down  a  few  notes 
as  Bokrie  was  speaking,  and,  until  the  man 
stopped  of  his  own  accord,  had  said  nothing. 
“  You  have  no  spirits  or  gods,  I  suppose,  as  you 
-  do  not  believe  in  an  after-life  P  ” 

“  Not  in  your  sense  of  the  word — mere  dream 
men,  or  heroes  of  fairy  stories.  We  see  certain 
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things  around  us  which  we  cannot  explain  by 
our  own  experience,  and  we  put  them  down  to 
the  work  of  living  beings  hidden  from  our  eyes, 
but  we  never  hold  the  absurd  opinion  that  these 
beings  live  for  ever,  but  know  that  they  must 
die  like  every  other  thing.  The  flowers  and 

4 

trees  have  souls,  which  droop  with  the  death  of 
the  plants.  Animals  and  men  have  their  souls 
also ;  when  the  soul  grows  old  the  man  or 
animal  must  die,  whether  the  body  is  ready  or 
not.  If  the  bod}^  is  injured,  the  soul  tries  to 
repair  the  damage,  but  the  body  cannot  help  the 
soul,  for  the  soul  is  the  life.” 

“  That  is  your  explanation  of  existence,” 
said  Bacer.  “  Well,  it  is  more  intelligible  than 
some  of  the  theories  which  are  crammed  down 
our  throats  when  we  are  too  young  to  fight 
against  the  spoon.  However,  if  your  race  only 
follows  but  cannot  lead,  how  does  it  come  about 
that  they  have  invented  many  things  which 
show  a  high  state  of  knowledge?” 

“We  are  well  furnished  here,”  replied  Bokrie, 
touching  his  forehead,  “  and  we  have  got  a  great 
deal  from  the  habits  of  other  animals.  We 
improve  upon  the  method  of  the  lower  creatures, 
for  when  you  are  at  work,  you  know,  one  thing 
suggests  another,  and  the  work  grows  under 
your  fingers.  Then  we  must  have  learned  a  little 
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here  and  there  from  captives  of  other  tribes 
and  from  conquering  races  before  we  escaped 
from  them  ;  we  never  forget  a  single  thing.  A 
fact  seems  to  go  down  from  father  to  son  like 
the  instinct  which  passes  through  the  genera¬ 
tions  of  the  beasts.” 

“  Thank  you,  Mr,  Bokrie,  for  your  interesting 
story.  I  will  not  keep  you  any  longer,  for  you 
have  to  appear  in  public  again  to-night.”  The 
professor  placed  his  chubby  little  fingers  in  the 
long,  clinging  hand  of  his  friend,  and  felt  the 
muscular  fingers  close  over  his  own  with  a  firm 
grip.  “Good-bye,”  said  Bokrie,  “if  you  must 
go  without  the  whisky.  Don’t  repeat  all  that 
I  have  told  yo u  to  Bullock  Sopp.  You  may 
meet  him  outside;  he  always  comes  back.” 

Racer  escaped  the  ordeal  of  another  interview 
with  the  agent,  and  made  his  way  to  Behemoth 
Square  that  same  evening.  Casually  he  intro¬ 
duced  the  subject  at  the  dinner-table,  and  it  did 
not  appear  to  have  been  prompted  by  any  re¬ 
quest  from  Christina.  “  He  is  an  intelligent 
brute,  if  he  is  only  a  brute,  and  really  I  learned 
a  great  deal.  I  wish  the  Germans  would  con¬ 
ceive  a  passion  for  the  country  of  these  divine 
apes,  or  that  somebody  would  start  a  Royal 
Bokrie  Land  Companj^,  and  get  a  charter  to 
explore  and  annex  it.” 
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“  Do  you  consider  there  is  any  mystery  at 
all  about  it?”  asked  Gregory  Fallowfett.  “The 
man  is  a  native  of  Northern  Africa,  I  suppose ; 
but  Nature  has  dealt  rather  harshly  with  him. 
If  you  discovered  the  tribe  from  which  he  has 
strayed,  you  would  probably  find  nothing  extra- 
ordinarjr  about  them.” 

“  There  is  more  in  it  than  can  be  met  by 
so  simple  an  explanation,”  replied  the  professor. 
“  Bokrie  is  a  queer  compound  of  common-sense 
and  brutality;  he  is  a  sort  of  Marble  Faun  and 
Frankenstein  rolled  into  one.  I  am  sorry  to  say 
he  will  probably  be  lost  to  science  in  a  few 
months  if  he  goes  on  with  his  present  life.  He 
is  in  the  hands  of  an  agent — a  rough,  cunning 
fellow  with  vulgar  tastes,  who  tries  to  keep 
Bokrie  amused  and  pacified  by  running  him 
through  the  lowest  round  of  pleasure  in  London. 
Then  they  both  take  to  the  bottle,  and  the  end 
of  it  will  be  that  Bokrie  will  sink  below  the 
level  of  the  brutes  from  which  they  say  he  has 
sprung.” 

“We  need  not  take  that  to  heart,”  said 
Gracebroke,  who  was  one  of  the  party  at  dinner. 
“  Lots  of  fellows  are  going  the  same  road  who 
have  souls  to  be  saved,  or  who  think  they  have. 
We  must  make  up  our  average  of  losses  what¬ 
ever  the  philosophers  or  the  ministers  of  religion 
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may  say.  Some  of  ns  are  born  under  a  lucky 
star,”  he  continued,  turning  to  Vesper.  “We 
have  a  tasfce  for  the  better  things  of  life,  and 
are  attracted  to  books,  music,  and  to  ladies 
society.  Life  in  its  best  form  pleases  us,  and 
we  go  up  to  the  top  of  the  class,  not  be¬ 
cause  we  are  better  than  the  others  who  fail, 
but  through  the  native-born  disposition  which 
is  no  credit  to  us.” 

“  That  is  rather  a  large  order  to  accept,  is 
it  not,  Miss  Fallowfett?”  said  the  professor, 
also  addressing  Vesper.  “  We  shall  expect  great 
things  from  him  now,  and  if  he  fails,  will  have 
no  mercy,  as  he  has  given  away  the  virtue  of 
his  coming  success.” 

“  You  seem  to  take  a  great  deal  of  interest 
in  a  most  uninviting  subject,  Mr.  Bacer,”  said 
Mrs.  Fallowfett.  “  If  this  man  has  all  the 
peculiarities  in  body  and  mind  which  are  claimed 
for  him,  I  cannot  see  that  it  would  attract  me 
very  much.  Probably  the  music-hall  people  will 
start  something  else  next  month,  and  then  Mr. 
Bokrie  will  drop  out  of  sight.” 

“  He  must  not  go  under,  Professor  Bacer, 
without  one  hand  to  help  him,”  suddenly  said 
Christina.  “  If  there  is  no  one  in  the  whole 
of  this  great  town  who  will  make  an  effort, 
girl  as  I  am,  I  will  do  it  myself.’’ 
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There  was  a  deep  silence  at  the  table,  until 
Gregory  Fallowfett  said,  “  Tut,  tut,  Doha 
Quijota,  ladies  can’t  go  about  redressing  human 
wrongs  unless  they  consent  to  wear  the  garb 
of  a  society  and  give  their  whole  lives  to  the 
work.” 

At  this  moment  Mrs.  Fallowfett  rose,  and 
the  two  girls  followed  her  out  of  the  room. 


VII. 


Withhold  thy  pity,  lest  pity  should  tremble  into  affection, 
and  an  all-compelling  love  lift  the  least  worthy  step  by  step,  at 
last  to  sit  beside  thee. 

Grace  broke  listened  to  the  appeal  which  was 
made  to  him  by  both  the  mother  and  the 
daughter.  He  set  to  work  to  discover  more 
of  Bokrie  in  his  haunts.  To  break  down  the 
infatuation  which  Christina  showed  for  the  man- 
curiosity  it  would  be  necessary  to  dispel  the 
romance  and  to  show  him  in  his  true  habits — 
an  object  attractive  to  the  physiologist,  but  dis¬ 
gusting  to  the  ordinary  person  of  healthy  mind. 
Gracebroke  was  accustomed  to  visit  a  variety  of 
entertaining  places  in  town  in  order  to  study 
life,  but  the  pursuit  of  this  study  demanded 
a  series  of  repeated  inquiries.  He  sauntered 
into  one  of  these  places,  in  a  listless  and  casual 
way,  on  a  certain  evening,  prepared  to  spend  an 
hour  there  if  the  proceedings  did  not  fatigue 
him.  It  was  a  retired  spot,  known  only  to  the 
initiated,  bearing  the  title  of  “  Under  the  Green¬ 
wood  Tree,”  and  was  approached  through  an 
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alley.  It  was  a  spacious  vaulted  room  under  a 
large  hall,  and  was  arranged  to  appear  as  rude 
and  rough  as  possible.  It  was  practically  a 
supper-room,  and  had  a  reputation  for  good 
food ;  but  it  combined  music  and  entertainment 
with  its  grosser  charm,  and  these  were  fre¬ 
quently  improvised  and  contributed  by  customers. 
The  company  was  fairly  good,  and  men  of 
letters  often  forsook  their  more  refined  eating- 
shops  for  the  primitive  manners  and  good 
cheer  of  the  “  Greenwood  Tree.”  It  happened 
that  on  this  same  evening  Bullock  Sopp  had 
brought  Bokrie  there,  and  the  two  were  taking 
supper  at  a  table  by  themselves.  It  was  not  the 
place  at  which  Gracebroke  expected  to  meet 
them.  He  supposed  that  the  savage  would 
have  required  tinsel  and  glass,  and  he  ex¬ 
plained  their  presence  by  a  reversion  to  a  cave 
dwelling.  As  a  fact,  Sopp  anticipated  meeting 
with  a  dramatic  critic  there,  and  wanted  to 
arrange  for  a  private  interview  and  a  public 
paragraph.  Gracebroke  lost  no  time  in  seizing 
the  opportunity.  He  took  a  seat  close  to  the 
pair  and  introduced  himself.  He  took  stock  of 
Sopp,  and  fixed  his  profession  with  fair 
accuracy.  Then  he  threw  out  a  hint  that  he 
had  some  slight  connection  with  the  papers,  and 
might  be  of  service  to  them.  The  bait  took. 
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Sopp  made  room  for  him  at  the  table,  and 
Gracebroke  ordered  his  supper  and  a  bottle  of 
sparkling  wine.  He  shared  the  wine  with  his 
friends,  and  it  was  followed  by  another  bottle. 
He  did  not  forget  to  fill  up  the  glass  of  Bokrie 
again  and  again,  so  that  the  chilled  and  rather 
depressed  demeanour  of  the  man  might  be 
thawed.  Bokrie  had  taken  sufficient  already,  and 
of  this  Bullock  Sopp  ought  to  have  been  aware. 
The  spirits  of  Bullock  Sopp  began  to  rise,  and 
he  related  an  anecdote  or  two  of  a  broad  and 
humorous  kind  about  the  search  for  Bokrie. 
He  went  off  guard,  and  did  not  observe  a 
suppressed  excitement  in  his  ward,  who  tried  to 
follow  the  songs  with  snatches  of  incoherent 
imitation,  and  beat  time  with  his  feet  to  the 
violin  and  the  cornet.  The  chairman  of  the 
evening  then  asked  if  any  of  the  guests  would 
favour  the  company,  and  after  a  short  hesitation 
a  man  got  up  and  delivered  a  prose  dramatic 
piece.  Now  the  ice  had  been  cracked,  another 
guest  followed  quickly  with  a  comic  song,  and 
then  there  was  a  pause.  Bokrie’s  eyes  were 
glistening,  and  he  had  subsided  into  an  unnatural 
quiet ;  but  Bullock  Sopp  was  deeply  engaged  in 
the  history  of  a  successful  attempt  to  outwit  a 
brother  professional  in  securing  a  Veiled  Mystery 
of  Baghdad,  and  there  were  so  many  digressions 
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incidental  to  a  proper  account  of  tlie  same  that 
Bokrie  escaped  his  attention.  The  ape-man  had 
got  up,  walked  to  the  end  of  the  room,  and 
mounted  the  stage,  before  Sopp  realised  that 
anything  unusual  had  happened.  The  chairman 
looked  at  the  recruit  in  blank  surprise,  but 
without  preface,  Bokrie  began  to  dance  softly, 
humming  and  droning  an  unintelligible  song. 
It  was  an  attempt  to  sing  something  in  English, 
but  soon  foreign  words  slipped  in.  He  increased 
the  pace  of  the  dance  ;  it  grew  more  wild,  and 
at  last  he  thing  himself  about  the  platform  in  a 
frenzy.  The  language  broke  off  into  uncouth 
sounds — a  clicking  and  barking  like  a  beast  of 
prey.  This  caused  amusement  at  the  beginning, 
and  called  out  applause ;  but  in  a  short  time  it 
was  clear  that  the  man  was  losing  control  of 
himself,  and  the  exhibition  became  painful.  The 
chairman  approached  the  performer  and  politely 
thanked  him  for  his  assistance,  but  asked  him  to 
desist,  as  the  audience  were  quite  satisfied. 
This  speech  was  hardly  heard  through  the  noise, 
and  Bokrie  appeared  to  take  little  notice  of  the 
intervention.  Two  or  three  persons  rose  and  left 
the  hall,  and  Bullock  Sopp,  sobered  by  the 
disturbance,  approached  Bokrie  quietly  and  tried 
to  soothe  him.  It  was  of  no  use  ;  the  creature 
had  got  the  mastery  of  the  man,  and  the  coating 
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of  a  civilised  education  cracked  and  tore  off  in 
ribbons  with  the  expansion  of  the  brute  beneath. 
He  shook  away  from  Sopp  angrily,  and  when 
the  assent  laid  hold  of  him  a  second  time,  he 

O  7 

pitched  him  heavily  forward  on  to  the  floor  in 
front  of  the  stage.  Matters  were  growing 
serious,  and  the  waiters,  who  were  afraid  to 
touch  Bokrie,  summoned  the  manager.  He 
advanced,  accompanied  by  two  burly  barmen  as 
his  assistants.  Bokrie  pretended  not  to  see  them 
until  they  were  almost  upon  him ;  then  seizing 
a  chair  he  swung  it  upon  the  head  of  one  of 
his  assailants,  stretching  him  senseless.  The 
other  two  closed  with  him  promptly,  and  many 
gathered  about  on  the  chance,  when  the 
struggling  and  rotating  mass  of  arms  and  legs 
would  give  them  an  opportunity,  of  striking  in. 
(iracebroke  stood  back  and  watched  the 
turbulent  scene.  Most  of  the  customers  had 
escaped,  but  a  few  stood  at  the  entrance,  follow¬ 
ing  the  fight  with  curious  eyes.  Tables  fell 
over,  and  crockery  added  to  the  crash,  or  was 
clinked  about  and  ground  by  the  feet.  Bokrie 
roared  and  bellowed  in  some  unknown  tongue  ; 
the  men  shouted  oaths  and  directions  to  each 
other.  Once  they  all  fell  in  a  heap,  but  Bokrie 
was  up  before  the  bystanders  could  rush  in,  and 
it  was  then  seen  that  the  strength  of  the  men, 
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who  were  clinging  to  him,  was  giving  out. 
His  muscular  power  was  not  sufficient  to  dispose 
of  them  at  once,  but  his  enormous  staying  force 
was  setting  their  utmost  efforts  at  defiance. 
The  police  had  been  sent  for ;  but  before  they 
could  reach  the  place  one  of  the  waiters,  with 
a  bewildered  remembrance  of  the  manner  in 
which  riotous  meetings  are  dispersed,  turned  off 
the  gas.  Gracebroke  prudently  made  for  the 
door  to  save  both  his  watch  and  his  reputation, 
as  he  did  not  wish  to  be  mauled  by  the  police, 
or  summoned  to  give  evidence  about  a  disreputable 
row.  The  doorway  was  blocked,  and  as  he  was 
forcing  a  road  for  himself  he  felt  two  long 
hands  upon  his  shoulders,  which  dug  into  his 
flesh  like  claws.  On  his  neck  came  hot  breath 
from  someone  stooping  behind  him,  and  then 
with  a  violent  thrust  he  was  driven  aside.  There 
were  exclamations  in  front ;  the  mass  divided,  and 
a  dim  form  shot  out.  He  was  gone  before  any¬ 
one  could  realise  it,  and  when  the  lights  came 
and  the  policemen  opened  their  note-books,  Bokrie 
had  raced  beyond  pursuit,  and  Sopp  had  also 
disappeared.  People  in  the  street  had  observed 
a  flying  shadow,  but  no  clue  to  his  line  of 
retreat  remained.  The  proprietor  of  the  establish¬ 
ment  did  not  care  to  discover  the  name  of  the 
disturber,  and  avoided  the  notoriety  which  a 


A  MODERN  STORY  OF  EVOLUTION.  99 

magistrate’s  investigation  would  have  given  to 
his  premises.  Gracebroke  went  home,  satisfied 
that  he  had  a  story  sufficiently  highly  coloured 
to  produce  the  effect  which  he  desired  on  the 
mind  of  Christina.  He  regretted  that  for  one 
brief  moment  it  had  not  been  possible  to  have 
placed  the  girl  in  a  position  from  which  she 
might  have  safely  observed  the  vagaries  of  her 
favourite  specimen.  For  he  was  most  anxious 
to  divest  her  mind  of  any  sympathy  with  Bokrie. 
He  gave  her  an  expurgated  account  of  the 
incident;  but,  to  his  chagrin,  Christina  did  not 
show  the  shocked  surprise  which  he  had 
anticipated.  She  remarked  that  it  was  a  shame 
that  the  poor  fellow  had  been  prompted  to  take 
so  much  wine,  and  almost  implied  that  Gracebroke 
was  the  culprit  in  that  matter.  She  fully  under¬ 
stood  the  power  which  strong  drink  exercises 
upon  the  natives  of  Africa,  and  passed  lightly 
over  the  peculiar  manifestation  which  the  liquor 
had  called  forth.  The  low  grade  of  the  man 
instead  of  provoking  her  abhorrence,  quickened 
her  compassion. 

“  ‘  Almost  a  brute,’  you  say.  If  that  be  true, 
he  stands  the  more  in  need  of  our  pitv.” 
Gracebroke  saw  that  it  was  useless  to  argue  with 
her  in  her  present  mood,  and  that  to  win  her  from 
her  fancy  he  must  present  the  actual  Bokrie  to  her. 
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One  day,  quite  by  accident,  sbe  met  him. 
She  had  gone  to  a  shop  in  Regent  Street  in  her 
cousin’s  carriage.  She  was  alone,  and,  having 
tinished  her  purchase,  had  left  the  shop  and 
was  about  to  get  into  the  brougham.  A  few 
doors  away  there  was  a  cluster  of  people  round 
a  window.  They  were  inspecting  some 
photographs  which  had  just  been  put  into 
position,  and  above  the  pictures  the  words  in 
large  letters  caught  her  attention  :  “  New 

photographs  of  the  man-ape,  in  various  costumes.” 
There  was  Bokrie,  dropping  hand  over  hand 
from  the  tree  upon  the  sleeping  camp ;  Bokrie 
carrying  off  the  child,  with  the  hunters  in 
pursuit ;  Bokrie  at  the  mission  station ;  and  at 
last  the  man-ape,  like  an  English  gentleman, 
sitting  in  a  chair  in  evening  dress  ;  and  again 
with  his  hat  and  cane,  starting  for  a  walk. 
She  looked  at  the  portraits,  and  then  glanced 
at  the  crowd  to  see  whether  they  were  impressed. 
There,  at  the  edge  of  the  cluster  of  onlookers, 
stood  the  identical  man,  staring  at  his  own 
likeness.  There  could  be  no  mistake.  She  com¬ 
pared  the  creature  and  his  portrait  carefully ;  it 
was  he  without  doubt.  Her  heart  was  beating 
quickly,  but  she  never  hesitated  for  one  moment. 
He  was  here,  within  reach,  and  she  must  speak 
to  him.  The  coachman  had  followed  her 
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progress  slowly  along  the  street,  and  had  now 
drawn  np  at  the  kerb-stone.  She  gave  no  heed 
to  the  possibility  of  over-hearers,  or  to  the 
curiosity  of  onlookers.  She  held  out  her  hand, 
but  he  never  saw,  and  she  had  to  touch  his 
arm  to  attract  his  attention.  “  Mr.  Bokrie,  I 
believe,”  she  said.  He  touched  his  hat,  as  he 
had  been  instructed  to  do,  and  looked  at  her 
with  cold  indifference.  He  had  been  addressed 
%  respectable  young  ladies  before  this,  and  had 
been  solicited  for  his  autograph. 

“  You  do  not  know  me — of  course  you  can¬ 
not  know  me,”  she  continued;  “  but  I  have 

heard  of  you,  and  have  long  wanted  to  speak  to 
you.  I  am  an  African  girl  myself.” 

He  looked  in  wonder  at  her  features  and 
straight,  black  hair.  “  I  mean  an  English  girl 
born  in  Africa.  No,  I  am  not  altogether  English 
after  all  ;  I  have  some  points  in  common  with 
you.  You  are  being  ill-treated ;  you  are 
going  to  the  bad  they  tell  me  ;  I  will  try  and 
save  you.  Here  is  my  address  on  this  card ; 

take  it,  and  if  you  are  in  any  trouble  in  the 

future  send  for  me,  and  I  will  do  the  best  T 

can  for  you.” 

Bokrie  stood  stock  still ;  his  mouth  was 
slightly  open.  He  stared  at  her  stupidly,  but 
said  nothing.  In  a  moment  more  she  was  gone  ; 

o  o  7 
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the  door  of  the  carriage  closed,  tlie  carriage  dis¬ 
appeared.  He  looked  at  the  card,  read  the 
name  and  address  three  times,  and  put  the  card 
carefully  in  his  pocket. 

One  afternoon,  a  few  days  later,  Gracebroke 
came  to  Behemoth  Square  in  great  good  humour. 
“  London  will  soon  be  deprived  of  one  of  its 
shining  lights,”  he  remarked,  after  greeting  the 
ladies,  and  accepting  a  cup  of  tea  from  the 
hands  of  Vesper. 

“What  is  amiss?”  said  Mrs.  Fallowfett, 
placidly.  “Is  it  the  Bishop  of  London,  Sir 
Bathcourt  Blizzard,  or  the  Lord  Chief  Justice?  ” 

“  It  is  our  friend  Forest  Bokrie,  in  whom 
we  all  take  so  deep  an  interest,”  replied  Grace- 
broke  carelessly,  avoiding  the  eager  glance  of 
Christina.  “I  was  driving  along  the  Embank¬ 
ment  this  morning,  and  as  I  passed  the  Savoy 
there  was  a  mob  in  the  road  and  on  the 
pavement,  following  a  man  who  was  in  charge 
of  several  policemen.  His  hat  had  been  lost  in 
the  contest  which  had  evidently  preceded  his 
arrest.  I  stopped  the  cab,  and  as  far  as  I  could 
gather  from  the  spectators  he  bad  been  dancing 
and  singing  in  front  of  Cleopatra’s  Needle,  and 
had  met  the  suggestion  to  move  on  by  promptly 
knocking  down  the  constable.  I  am  not  quite 
sure  whether  I  got  the  true  story,  for  a  crowd. 
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however  interested  in  an  accident  or  an  arrest, 
is  seldom  well  informed  ;  but  the  conclusion  of 
the  episode  went  on  under  my  own  eyes.  Our 
friend  Bokrie  pulled  up  sharp  at  the  point 
where  I  stopped.  I  expect  the  police  were 
giving  him  more  assistance  in  his  walk  to  the 
station  than  he  cared  to  accept.  There  was  a 
slia^p  tussle,  and  as  the  whistles  were  blown,  I 
knew  that  it  would  end  in  more  constables  and 
a  stretcher.  Before  the  arrival  of  the  reinforce¬ 
ment,  Bokrie  fastened  upon  one  of  the  men 
and  fairly  worried  him  with  his  teeth  and  claws, 
as  if  he  were,  in  fact,  an  animal  fixed  to  his 
prey.  It  was  with  the  greatest  difficulty  that 
he  was  got  off,  and  the  poor  fellow — his  victim 
— was  terribly  mangled  and  disfigured.  I  am 
sorry  to  describe  such  a  disagreeable  scene,  but 
by  my  doing  justice  to  it  you  will  not  have  to 
waste  any  pity  upon  him  when  he  gets  the 
punishment  which  he  deserves.” 

“  Horrid  wretch  !  ”  murmured  Vesper,  as  she 
filled  the  cups,  and  accurately  counted  the  pieces 
of  sugar. 

“  Well,  I  had  but  one  opinion  of  the  fri  ght- 
ful  brute,”  said  Mrs.  Fallowfett.  “  I  would  not 
have  seen  him  for  any  money.” 

Christina  said  nothing,  but  she  crept  away 

\ 

to  her  own  room.  On  the  table  there  was  a 
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note  for  her  in  an  unknown  hand.  On  opening 
the  envelope,  she  found  the  card  which  she  had 
given  a  week  before  in  Regent  Street ;  and  on 
the  back  of  it  were  scrawled  the  words:  “Dear 
lady,  you  said  you  would  help  me — come  at 
once. — Your  respectful  servant,  Forest  Bokrie.” 
Below,  the  name  of  a  police-station  was  given. 
The  girl  slipped  the  card  into  her  pocket  and 
stood  for  a  few  minutes  deep  in  thought.  The 
room  was  cosy,  the  fire  was  bright  and  danced 
upon  the  book-shelves  and  the  pretty  furniture. 
It  would  he  hard  to  give  up  these  things,  to 
offend  her  relations,  perhaps  to  find  herself  alone 
in  London  with  a  tarnish  on  her  name.  She 
knew  that  her  cousin  Gregory  had  some  control 
over  her  until  she  was  one-and-twenty,  and  that 
he  took  charge  of  the  money  which  her  father 
had  left  for  her.  She  opened  her  bag,  and 
found  that  she  had  twenty  pounds  in  notes, 
besides  the  gold  in  her  purse.  She  put  them 
into  her  pocket,  sat  down  and  wrote  a  few 
lines  without  a  signature:  “Wait  until  to¬ 
morrow  ;  I  will  be  at  the  court  and  try  to 
help  you.”  She  put  on  her  hat,  and  even  then, 
at  the  last  moment,  hesitated.  But  the  thought 
of  her  mother  came  to  her,  and  she  compressed 
her  lips  and  ran  down  the  staircase.  She  entered 
a  shop  a  few  streets  away,  where  she  was  not 
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known,  and  borrowed  the  London  Directory. 
In  it  she  found  the  chambers  of  Sir  Bathcourt 
Blizzard.  Asking  the  shop  people  to  engage  a 
messenger,  she  left  the  note  addressed  to  Bokrie 
to  be  sent  on  to  the  police-station,  and  then 
told  a  cabman  to  take  her  as  quickly  as  possible 
to  the  neighbourhood  of  Lincoln’s  Inn  Fields. 
Christina  knew  sufficient  of  England  to  be  aware 
that  she  would  not  find  a  man  of  this  eminent 

position  at  home  in  such  a  district  of  London, 

« 

but  she  hoped  to  get  some  information  from  his 
clerks.  She  hardly  realised  what  she  wanted 
from  him,  but  he  had  treated  her  with  kindness 
when  she  talked  to  him  at  Behemoth  Square, 
and  she  determined  to  make  an  appeal  to  him 
in  the  first  instance.  She  was  put  down  at  a 
gateway,  and  picked  her  road  across  a  paved 
yard,  ill-lighted  and  deserted,  feeling  already 
sick  at  heart  with  her  mission.  She  found  the 
door  on  the  first  floor,  and  her  knock  was 
quickly  answered  by  a  youth  who  ushered  her 
into  a  bare  ante-room,  and  left  her  standing 
there  for  several  minutes.  A  middle-aged  man 
entered  and  looked  at  her  in  a  sharp,  impatient 
manner.  He  had  been  disturbed  at  his  work, 
and  was  irritated  at  this  causeless  interruption. 

“  See  Sir  Bathcourt  P  Certainly  not.  Fie 
does  not  receive  visitors  here,  as  you  must 
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know  quite  well ;  and  besides,  lie  would  require 
you  to  state  your  business.” 

“  I  have  not  come  to  see  him  on  my  own 
affairs,  but  to  ask  his  advice  on  behalf  of  some¬ 
body  else.” 

“  Ask  his  advice  P  ”  said  the  clerk  aghast. 
“You  can’t  call  here  in  a  casual  way  and  ask 
for  the  advice  of  Sir  Bathcourt  Blizzard.  You 
must  first  go  to  a  solicitor  and  have  a  case 
stated.  Then  if  we  think  fit  to - ” 

“But  I  have  no  time  for  all  that ;  it  is  a 
pressing  case — to-morrow  morning.  The  judge 
may  do  an  injustice  if  it  is  not  put  properly 
to  him.” 

“  My  good  lady,  you  must  be  out  of  your 
mind  to  come  at  this  hour.  Go  away ;  think 
it  over,  and  consult  your  solicitor.  Unless  it 
is  all  a  mistake,”  he  added  severely,  “  and  you 
imagine  that  you  can  coax  Sir  Bathcourt  to 
help  you  in  a  manner  which  is  unseemly  and 
not  professional.” 

“  Please  don’t  be  so  hard  upon  me,”  pleaded 
the  girl.  “  I  know  Sir  Bathcourt  Blizzard ;  I 
have  met  him  at  a  friend’s  house.  I  am  sure 
that  he  will  see  me.” 

The  clerk  looked  at  her  again,  and  being 
reassured,  asked  her  to  step  into  the  consulting 
room,  which  was  bright  and  comfortable.  He 
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gave  her  the  evening  paper,  wrote  a  short  note, 
and  enclosed  Christina’s  card  with  it.  He 
thought  it  would  be  wise  to  shift  the  responsi¬ 
bility  for  declining  an  interview  to  the  shoulders 
of  his  chief.  He  knew  that  Sir  Bathcourt 
would  he  found  at  the  club,  and  had  received 
instructions  to  send  on  some  papers  there  later 
in  the  evening.  The  messenger  returned  in 
half-an-hour  and  reported  that  his  master  would 
follow  in  the  course  of  a  few  minutes.  When 
he  arrived  he  did  not  recognise  Christina,  and 
he  scrutinised  her  with  a  sharper  suspicion  than 
even  his  subordinate  had  shown.  But  the 
innocent  freedom  with  which  she  extended  her 
hand  disarmed  the  doubt  respecting  her.  She 
reminded  him  of  their  previous  meeting,  and  of 
his  interest  in  her  story  of  Africa.  He  re¬ 
covered  the  incident,  and  was  touched  by  the 
confidence  in  him  which  she  showed  by  bring¬ 
ing  to  him  her  girlish  trouble  ;  for  he  rapidly 
concluded  that  it  was  a  freak  of  some  kind 
which  had  induced  her  to  consult  him.  He 
listened  with  attention  to  the  story  of  Bokrie, 
told  from  her  own  point  of  view,  and  then 
asked  a  few  questions. 

“  You  have  only  seen  this  man  once,  Miss 
Ituefold.  Twice?  Well,  you  have  only  spoken 
once  to  him.  He  may  be  a  vulgar  ruffian, 
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quite  unworthy  of  your  sympathy,  and  I  am 
inclined  to  say  that  this  will  prove  to  he  his 
true  character.” 

“  I  know  he  has  acted  like  one,”  replied 
Christina ;  “  but  if  all  I  believe  is  correct,  he 
would  not  be  responsible.” 

“  Well,  well !  ”  exclaimed  the  lawyer,  who 
was  growing  rather  impatient,  “  that  is  a  point 
you  can  never  prove.  I  will  give  you  the 

address  of  a  firm  of  solicitors,  who  will  do  the 
best  for  your  client,  and  my  clerk  shall  go 

round  in  the  morning  and  explain  matters  to 
them.  They  are  decently  good  in  criminal  cases. 
That  is  all  I  can  do  for  you,  and  I  strongly 
advise  you  not  to  allow  your  own  name  to  he 
mixed  up  in  it.  Your  people  do  not  know  that 

you  have  come  on  this  errand?  I  thought  not. 

I  will  send  for  a  cab  and  take  you  back  to 
your  cousin’s  house  myself.  That  will  make 
it  all  right,  and  save  you  from  a  severe 
scolding. ” 

O 

His  smile  encouraged  her  to  speak  out  of 
her  full  heart.  “  May  I  trespass  on  your  kind¬ 
ness  a  little  further?  ”  she  said,  looking  earnestly 
at  him. 

“Of  course;  speak  on.” 

“No  one  can  save  him,  Sir  Bathcourt 
Blizzard,  but  yourself.  If  you  would  undertake 
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the  case,  there  would  be  hope.  I  am  afraid  I 
am  asking  too  much,”  she  added,  observing  his 
look  of  astonishment,  “  but  you  would  have  an 
interesting  case  to  defend,  and  would  be  helping 
a  defenceless  stranger;  you  —  oh,  you — would  be 
doing  such  a  kind  action  for  me.” 

The  advocate  considered  his  reply  for  a 
moment,  and  then,  with  that  impulse  which 
had  won  many  friends  to  his  side,  he  gave  way 
to  the  appeal.  “  It  is  most  irregular.  Really 

I  am  almost  afraid  to  tell  my  clerk,  Mr.  Mark- 
liolt.  He  will  be  sure  to  disapprove ;  but  I 
must  try  to  carry  out  your  wish.” 

He  struck  his  bell,  and  the  clerk  entered. 

“  Markholt,”  he  said,  “  I  want  you  to  go  to 

Warksworth  and  Waster’s  the  first  thing  to¬ 
morrow  and  get  them  to  instruct  me  in  this 

case,”  and  he  gave  the  particulars  required.  “  I 
can’t  go  to-morrow  or  the  next  day ;  tell  them 
to  ask  for  an  adjournment,  or  to  get  a  com¬ 
mittal;  don’t  let  it  be  settled  out  of  hand. 
They  can  see  the  magistrate  and  the  prosecut¬ 
ing  inspector  of  police  privately,  and  they  may 
mention  my  name.  No,  we  don’t  ask  for 
bail,”  he  added.  “  It  is  easier  to  keep  the 

fellow  in  prison  than  to  look  after  him  as  a 

free  man.” 

Sir  Bathcourt  Blizzard  fulfilled  his  promise 
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and  took  Christina  home.  Her  conduct  was 
condoned  by  the  approval  which  had  been 
thrown  over  it  by  so  eminent  an  authority  on 
the  distinction  between  indiscretion  and  wrong 
doing. 

So  it  came  about  that  the  newspapers  cut 
out  the  report  of  a  scientific  meeting,  and 
reduced  a  speech  of  the  Bishop  of  Mercia  to 
three  lines,  in  order  to  devote  three  columns  to 
a  police  case.  The  court  was  crammed ;  there 
were  ladies  on  the  bench.  Mrs.  Fallowfett 
obtained  a  seat  for  herself,  but  refused  to  take 
Christina,  as  she  was  sure  that  a  police-court 
was  not  a  proper  place  for  a  young  girl.  The 
reporters  described  the  excitement  in  court  when 
the  prisoner  was  placed  in  the  dock,  and  ex¬ 
pressed  surprise  at  his  quietness,  as  they  were 
hoping  that  he  would  require  half-a-dozen 
policemen  to  hold  him.  An  assault  of  an 
aggravated  character  was  soon  proved  against 
him,  and  then  Sir  Bathcourt  Blizzard  rose  to 
open  the  defence.  He  relied  entirely  upon  the 
absence  of  moral  control ;  the  distinction  between 
his  client  and  other  men.  He  described  the 
discovery  of  Bokrie,  the  training  he  had  received 
from  missionaries,  his  importation  into  England, 
and  his  unwholesome  and  exciting  life  at  the 
“  Happy  Valley.”  He  gave  the  magistrate  to 
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understand  that  the  friends  of  Bokrie  would 
take  better  care  of  him  in  the  future,  and  that 
ample  compensation  would  be  made  to  the  poor 
fellow  who  had  suffered  from  the  ferocity  of 
the  prisoner.  Bokrie  stood  still  enough,  with 
his  heavy  brow  and  protruding  jaw  expressing 
a  depression  of  spirits  which  might  be  taken 
for  penitence.  The  counsel  concluded  the  de¬ 
fence  by  an  earnest  appeal  to  the  magistrate  to 
deal  mercifully  with  the  creature  from  a  distant 
land,  who  was  striving  to  rise  into  a  true  man¬ 
hood,  but  in  whom  the  moral  sense  was  only 
just  beginning  to  develop.  The  reply  delivered 
by  the  solicitor  for  the  prosecution  attacked  the 
statement  for  the  defence  on  the  ground  that 
it  said  too  much  or  too  little.  If  Bokrie  were 
a  responsible  man,  he  ought  to  answer  to  the 
law  for  his  outrageous  conduct.  He  contended 
that  a  mere  fine  would  not  be  sufficient  to 
restrain  a  man  of  so  ungovernable  a  temper  from 
further  outbreaks.  Bokrie  was  earning  a  large 
salary  from  his  engagements,  and  the  loss  of  a 
small  sum  of  money  would  be  nothing  to  him. 
On  the  other  hand,  if  he  were  not  to  be  held 
responsible  for  his  actions,  he  ought  to  be  con¬ 
fined  as  a  criminal  lunatic.  To  leave  him  to 
the  care  of  his  friends  would  not  be  sufficient, 
as  the  man  could  not  have  any  friends  in 
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England,  except  those  who  were  interested  in 
1 1  is  public  exhibition,  and  with  the  loss  of  his 
liberty  his  value  would  cease  immediately.  At 
this  point  a  communication  was  made  to  the 
magistrate,  who  stated  that  as  a  proper  com¬ 
pensation  had  been  offered  to  the  complainant 
and  accepted,  he  would,  on  this  occasion,  fine 
the  defendant,  but  that  this  leniency  would  not 
be  shown  asrain.  He  warned  the  friends  of  the 

o 

prisoner,  therefore,  to  exercise  the  supervision 
which  they  had  promised,  as  he  could  not 
undertake,  in  a  court  of  summary  jurisdiction, 
to  draw  those  line  distinctions  as  to  moral 
control  which  the  learned  counsel  had  urged 
upon  him.  Any  foreigner,  however  distressed, 
who  came  before  that  court,  with  the  usual 
number  of  limbs  and  human  speech,  would 
have  to  be  treated  as  a  man  who  was  respon¬ 
sible  for  his  actions. 


VIII. 


When  you  see  a  fellow-man  slipping  down  the  precipice, 
twist  a  rope  with  the  shreds  of  your  own  reputation  for  his 
rescue.  _ 

Christina  stayed  at  home  all  the  next  day,  for 
she  felt  the  reaction  from  the  excitement.  She 
was  not  altogether  surprised  that  a  strange 
gentleman  wished  to  see  her,  and  that  he  would 
not  give  his  name.  It  was  in  the  forenoon, 
and  her  friends  were  out ;  at  this  unusual  time 
she  could  see  her  visitor  without  fear  of 
interruption.  She  would  not  lose  the  opportunity, 
so  she  dismissed  the  headache  with  the  facility 
possessed  by  people  of  the  nervous  temperament, 
and  descended  to  the  drawing-room.  There  she 
found  Bokrie,  as  she  expected,  and  he  ran 
forward  and  took  her  hand,  muttering  a  string 
of  incoherent  blessings  upon  her. 

“  Don’t  say  any  more,  Mr.  Bokrie,  please,” 
said  Christina,  disengaging  her  hand,  “  but  sit 
.  down  and  tell  me  that  you  will  promise  to  keep 
out  of  these  scrapes  for  the  future.” 

Bokrie  looked  at  her  steadily,  and,  having 
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satisfied  liimself  that  there  was  not  the  anger 
in  her  face  for  which  he  had  prepared  himself, 
turned  about  to  examine  the  room.  He  went 
from  object  to  object,  taking  up  the  ornaments, 
examining  each  one,  and  then  passing  from  picture 
to  picture,  with  now  and  again  an  exclamation 
of  delight.  Christina  waited  until  he  had 
finished  the  tour  of  the  room,  and  then  repeated 
in  a  coaxing  tone,  “Now,  Mr.  Bokrie,  please  to 
sit  down.”  But  something  arrested  his  attention 
in  the  street,  and  he  stood  for  a  minute  before 
the  window  ;  then  the  sound  of  a  bird  in  the 
conservatory  sent  him  striding  to  the  other  end 
of  the  room,  where  he  passed  out  of  sight 
amidst  the  palms.  Christina  was  annoj^ed,  and 
felt  a  dread  rising  that  he  might  prove  un¬ 
manageable  ;  so  she  raised  her  voice  and  cried 
sharply,  “Mr.  Bokrie,  I  insist  upon  you  behaving 
properly  !  ” 

The  man  appeared  at  once  and  stood 
irresolute  at  the  doorway,  with  a  trace  of  anger 
in  his  face.  But  that  passed  off,  and,  bending 
his  head,  he  came  forward  deferentially  and  took 
the  chair  pointed  out  to  him.  Christina  waited 
for  him  to  speak,  but  as  he  remained  silent  she 
opened  the  conversation  by  asking  “  whether  he 
realised  the  mischief  he  had  been  doing  lately.” 
Bokrie  shook  his  head  and  gave  a  sly  smile. 
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“  I  can’t  call  it  bad,  for  it  lias  brought  me  to 
see  you.” 

“  Seriously,”  said  Christina,  “  you  will  give 
me  a  solemn  promise  to  keep  guard  over  your¬ 
self  in  future  ?  ” 

“  I  will  give  you  the  promise  willingly,  and 
anything  else  you  ask  me  for,  Miss  Ruefold. 
But  I  shall  not  be  able  to  rule  myself,  in  spite 
of  it,  if  a  stronger  power  comes  upon  me.” 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“  I  am  really  not  like  people  about  me  ;  I 
am  affected  by  the  thing  of  the  moment,  and, 
if  several  things  claim  my  attention,  by  the 
strongest  influence  of  the  lot.  Even  now  you 
must  look  at  me,  you  must  talk  to  me,  or 
my  attention  would  drift  away  to  a  noise  in 
the  street  or  to  the  pattern  of  the  rug.  An 
obstacle  in  my  way  excites  me  to  anger  ;  a 
gentle  tone  soothes  me  ;  but  if  my  passions  get 
the  mastery,  they  just  burn  out ;  I  can’t  quench 
the  flame.  Your  sharp  command  brought  me 
out  of  the  glass-house,  ready  to  resent  it,  but 
— oh  !  forgive  me,  Miss  Ruefold — when  I  looked 
upon  you  again,  your  face  brought  me  to  your 
feet  like  a  faithful  dog.” 

This  avowal  of  admiration  did  not  disturb 
Christina  at  all.  She  gazed  across  the  gulf 
which  separated  her  from  him,  perplexed  at  the 
I  ^ 
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problem  lie  presented,  and  only  desirous  of  using 
her  growing  influence  for  his  own  benefit.  She 
reflected  for  a  while,  and  then  said,  “  Cannot 
you  call  to  mind  the  trouble  and  disaster  you 
have  brought  upon  yourself  when  you  are 
tempted  to  give  way  to  your  impulse  to  do 
wrong  ?  ” 

“  I  can  remember  quickly  enough,”  he 
replied ;  “  but  that  does  not  restrain  me  in  the 
least.  That  piano  lies  open  to  your  fingers  ; 
it  will  speak  if  you  touch  it — so  do  I.  Bad 
men  get  the  worst  notes  of  my  nature,  hut  good 
people  waken  the  gentleness  I  have  in  me.  If 
you  were  always  near  to  me  you  could  do  with 
me  as  you  would ;  you  should  lead  me  with  a 
thread  of  silk.  I  have  been  to  church :  yes, 
again  and  again.  I  love  the  organ  ;  the  sweet 
voices  joined  with  the  music.  The  good  words 
of  the  preacher  charm  me.  Yes,  I  will  lead  a 
better  life.  I  feel  good,  hut  the  music  dies 
away,  the  congregation  leave,  the  lights  are  put 
out,  the  place  is  dark  and  cold.  It  is  all  gone — 
all  the  goodness,  with  the  lights  and  the  music — * 
and  I  am  at  the  mercy  of  the  noisy,  staring- 
world.” 

“But  you  think,  Bokrie,  surely?”  persisted 
Christina,  forgetting  the  courtesy  of  speech  in 
her  eagerness. 
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“  Think  !  yes,  a  great  many  things.  Take  me 
away  from  that  tiresome  leaping  and  crawling  in 
the  theatre  ;  keep  Bullock  Sopp  off,  and  the 
grinning  fools  in  the  audience,  and  the  police¬ 
man,  and  I  will  work  for  you,  Miss  Ruefold,  as 
your  slave.  I  can  show  you  secrets  which,  with 
all  their  cleverness,  the  people  hereabout  never 
discover — little  signs  and  touches  of  nature  in 
the  sky  and  on  land,  and  the  meaning  of  the 
cries  of  animals  one  to  another.  I  would  walk 
behind  you  discreetly — far  behind — when  you 
went  out  in  the  streets,  and  no  one  should  dare  to 
approach  you  rudely.  I  can  eat  coarse  food,  and 
would  be  very  little  expense.  I  could  carry 
coals  and  do  rough  work  in  the  house  for  my 
living.  I  am  sure  I  should  not  disgrace  you,” 
he  added,  as  he  saw  the  colour  deepening  in 
her  cheeks.  “  Under  your  eyes  I  could  live 
the  good  life.” 

“  Mr.  Bokrie,  you  know  enough  of  England 
to  see  how  impossible  a  plan  you  are  proposing. 
I  have  no  power  to  engage  a  servant  for  this 
house,  and  if  I  had,  it  would  be  a  very  poor 
way  of  lifting  you  up.  I  will  introduce  you  to 
friends  of  mine.  You  have  met  Professor  Racer, 
I  think,  and  Mr.  Grracebroke.  Yes,  and  there  is 
my  uncle  ;  I  should  like  you  to  know  him.” 

“  I  don’t  care  for  your  friends  ;  they  may  be 
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pleasant  and  polite,  but  they  overhaul  me  for  a 
curiosity.  If  anyone  can  make  a  human  being 
of  me,  you  are  the  person  to  do  it.’’ 

“  I  want  to  do  more  than  that ;  I  should 
like  you  to  feel  that  in  me  you  have  a  sister — 
one  who  understands  how  strange  this  life  is  to 
you,  one  who  herself  sometimes  goes  through 
the  same  experience.” 

“  Do  you  worship  a  god,  Miss  Buefold  ?  ” 
asked  Bokrie,  after  a  pause. 

“  I  suppose  I  do,”  answered  Christina. 
“  Yes,  of  course,”  she  continued,  as  her  con¬ 
ventional  opinion  came  home  to  her. 

“  Then  I  will  worship  God — your  God — you 
understand.  Yet,  as  you  have  been  good  to  me, 
I  will  tell  you  a  secret.  Listen,”  and  he 
lowered  his  voice  and  looked  round.  “  There 
are  no  gods — not  one.  This  world  is  full  of 
spirits,  which  flicker  in  the  dark,  like  rnarsh- 
iiames — flicker  and  go  out  in  the  darkness.  The 
clever  white  people  keep  superior  gods,  like  their 
good  furniture  and  other  fine  things.  They 
don’t  like  to  die  like  common  animals,  and  so 
they  have  invented  a  better  world.  We  children 
of  nature,  we  know  our  mother  well.  She  keeps 
nothing  hack  from  us,  and  we  are  quite  sure 
that  there  is  no  fresh  life  for  us.” 

“  This  is  dreadful,  Bokrie,  truly  shocking. 
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You  must  want  to  live  again,  to  see  your  friends 
and  comrades  once  more.” 

“  I  want  to  have  the  best  time  possible  here, 
and  then  when  I  grow  old  I  shall  stretch 
myself  peacefully  on  the  brown  earth  with  a 
heap  of  dried  leaves  for  a  pillow.” 

“  Not  yet,  Mr.  Bokrie,  I  hope,  and  mean¬ 
while  let  me  try  and  do  something  for  you.  I 
suppose  it  would  be  impossible  to  persuade  Mrs. 
Fallowfett.  If  I  could  get  you  a  card  of  invi¬ 
tation  to  a  nice  house,  would  you  go  ?  ” 

“  No,”  answered  Bokrie,  promptly.  “  I  have 
tried  that  form  of  amusement,  and  I  know  just 
what  it  means.  I  should  be  stared  at  coldly  at 
first,  and  then,  finding  that  no  one  cared  to 
talk  to  me,  I  should  slink  into  a  corner  and 
sulk  for  most  of  the  evening.  If  I  went  to  get 
any  food  the  servants  would  be  uncivil ;  they 
would  give  me  a  wrong  hat  and  steal  my 
umbrella.” 

“  It  was  a  shame  to  treat  you  like  that,” 
she  said,  amused  and  compassionate.  “  Never 
mind ;  if  there  is  no  one  else  to  keep  you  in 
company,  I  will  do  it  myself.” 

“  Will  you  really,  Miss  Buefold  ?  ”  he 
exclaimed ;  “  then  I  will  go  wherever  you  wish 
me  to  go.”  Christina  held  out  her  hand  for 
parting,  and  gave  him  a  little  smile.  He  bent 
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low,  kissed  her  finger-tips,  and  went  away.  The 
servants  collected  at  the  back  of  the  hall  and 
tittered  as  they  watched  his  departure.  The 
rumour  of  the  identity  of  the  early  visitor  with 
the  advertised  ape  had  spread  through  the  house, 
and  it  was  a  relief  to  find  that  Miss  Ruefold, 
who  was  already  a  popular  member  of  the  house¬ 
hold,  was  safe  and  sound. 

Christina  was  determined  to  fulfil  her  promise 
at  the  first  opportunity,  and  when,  soon  after 
this  interview,  she  received  a  card  from  a  certain 
learned  lady  to  accompany  her  friends  the  Fallow- 
fetts,  she  obtained,  through  Professor  Racer,  who 
was  a  literary  friend  of  the  hostess,  a  card 
for  Bokrie  also.  During  the  first  part  of  the 
evening  the  girl  looked  with  sharpened  attention 
as  visitors  arrived  or  left,  and  yet  his  stooping 
figure  never  appeared.  At  last  she  gave  him  up 
and  entered  into  more  animated  conversation  with 
the  people  who  came  round  her.  Gracebroke, 
who  had  already  paid  proper  court  to  Vesper, 
sat  down  beside  Christina  in  order  to  escape  for 
a  few  minutes  from  the  propriety  of  the  home 
country  into  the  freer  atmosphere  of  an  untamed 
continent. 

“  I  hope  you  are  not  annoyed  about  anything, 
Miss  Ruefold  P  I  tried  to  catch  your  attention 
an  hour  ago,  but  failed,  although  you  were 
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looking  straight  at  me,  and  through  me,  I  may 
say,  at  the  dim  forever  beyond.” 

“  I  am  sorry,  I  am  sure,  but  I  was  looking 
for  a  friend  to  arrive.” 

Now  Vincent  Gracebroke  could  count  the 
male  friends  of  Christina  upon  the  fingers  of  one 
hand  without  calling  in  the  thumb.  There  were 
himself,  Bacer,  Bokrie,  and  Sir  Bathcourt  Blizzard. 
He  did  not  add  her  two  married  relations  to  the 
list.  The  first  two  were  in  the  room  at  the 
time ;  the  last  never  appeared  in  this  lady’s 
house. 

“  You  don’t  mean  to  say  that  Bokrie  is 
coming  here  to-night?”  Christina  gave  an 
affirmative  look. 

“  Then  I  hope  he  will  keep  tidy.  I  will  see 
the  butler  and  tell  him  to  keep  the  fellow  off 
the  champagne.” 

“You  will  do  nothing  of  the  kind,”  said 
Christina.  “  If  he  does  come,  I  will  not  have 
him  slighted;  he  comes  at  my  suggestion.” 

“  At  any  rate,  you  shall  not  be  annoyed  by 
a  scene,  if  he  makes  one.  I  am  here,  fortunately, 
and  will  take  you  away  before  the  fun  begins.” 

“  If  there  is  any  difficulty,  I  shall  try  to 
manage  him  myself,”  replied  Christina.  “I  feel 
a  responsibility  to  our  hostess  for  bringing  him 
here.” 
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“  She  knows  about  him,  of  course,  and  takes 
the  risk,”  said  Gracebroke.  “  She  delights  in 
celebrities  and  notorieties.  With  your  feeling 
for  Bokrie,  Miss  Ruefold,  it  is  strange  to  me 
that  you  should  be  willing  to  let  him  come  here. 
Society  does  not  object  to  a  good  row,  but  it 
must  take  place  at  a  distance,  out  of  doors,  or 
after  cards  and  supper  at  the  club.  You  may 
take  your  brother’s  life,  for  all  it  cares,  if  you 
carry  your  pistols  and  seconds  across  to  a  Belgian 
paddock.  Now  the  worst  about  Bokrie  is  that 
you  never  know  when  he  is  going  off.  He  is 
like  a  musical  box  with  fixed  tunes.  If  you 
touch  the  wrong  key  by  accident,  he  will  start 
a  war  march  you  don’t  want,  and  play  it  through 
to  the  last  bar.” 

“  You  all  treat  him  as  if  he  were  a  wild  beast, 
and  he  acts  like  one,  occasionally,  to  satisfy  you. 
Treat  him  with  kindness,  not  with  a  pat  of  the 
hand  you  would  give  to  a  dog,  but  with  the 
sympathy  of  a  man,  and  you  will  soon  see  a 
change  in  him.” 

“You  are  indeed  eloquent  about  your  ward; 
but  really,  is  it  worth  the  trouble,  Miss  Ruefold  ? 
If  you  succeed  in  your  scheme  of  salvation  you 
will  have  destroyed  the  poor  man’s  individuality, 
and  he  will  prove  of  no  further  use  to  the 
showmen.  He  can’t  have  much  money;  I  know 
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that  he  has  several  good  engagements  in  view. 
Would  it  not  he  better  to  allow  him  to  work 
these  out,  and,  when  he  has  ceased  to  draw,  put 
him  through  the  moral  mill  and  turn  him  into 
a  limp  saint  ?  ’  ’ 

“  I  am  afraid  you  do  not  believe  in  moral 
reform  of  any  kind/’  retorted  Christina. 

“  To  say  the  truth,”  he  answered,  ic  I  have 
little  faith  in  it  myself.  One  world  at  a  time  for 
me ;  and  if  a  man  is  fool  enough  to  throw  away 
his  chance  here  and  go  to  the  bad,  he  will  not 
get  the  good  back  by  psalm-singing.” 

“  Did  you  not  have  a  mother  who  cared  for 
you  when  you  were  small  and  helpless,  Mr. 
Gracebroke  ?  ” 

“Well,  yes,  I  had  a  mother,  of  course.  You 
make  a  point  there  ;  mothers  do  care  for  their 
little  brats.  So  do  animals  for  their  cubs — it  is 
nature,  I  suppose ;  and  the  mothers  get  some 
pleasure  from  the  trouble  and  self-denial.” 

“Or  else  they  would  leave  their  young  to  die?  ” 
put  in  Christina,  sarcastically. 

“  We  all  act  from  the  same  motive,  Miss 
Ruefold.  I  am  staying  here  because  it  is  pleasant 
for  me  to  put  up  sand  castles  for  you  to  pelt  at. 
You  endure  my  company  for  the  joy  it  gives  you 
to  show  me  up  as  a  hard,  unfeeling  wretch.  That 
so-called  poet  over  there  in  the  front  room  is 


124 


THE  QUICKENING  OF  CALIBAN  : 


reciting  a  poem  that  lie  lias  composed,  to  his  own 
intense  satisfaction,  although  not  another  soul  in 
the  house  cares  two  halfpence  about  it,  and  we,  in 
the  hack  apartment,  have  not  caught  a  single  line. 
Those  who  fail  in  society,  or  in  their  love  affairs, 
take  up  religion  as  a  profession  because  it  affords 
a  solace  to  their  wounded  vanity.  Where  can  you 
find  throughout  the  whole  world  any  other  motive 
than  self-love?  We  are  not  governed  by  the 
Christianity  we  talk  about,  hut  by  political 
economy,  which  is  selfishness  in  its  simplest  form.” 

“  You  don’t  act  upon  your  own  doctrine, 
Mr.  Gracebroke  ;  you  are  always  taking  pains  to 
please  other  people — to  please  me,  for  instance.” 

“  To  please  you — yes  ;  but  that  is  to  please 
myself,”  he  answered  quickly. 

“  Do  you  not  believe  in  self-sacrifice  in  any 
sense  ?  ”  she  asked. 

“  Not  a  bit;  I  hope  you  are  not  too  shocked.” 

“  Not  shocked,  only  a  little  sad.  It  seems 
to  me  that  whilst  I  am  trying  to  lift  Bokrie 
higher,  you  are  descending  as  fast  as  he  is 
ascending,  and  that  presently  you  will  pass  each 
other  on  the  track.  Forgive  me  for  preaching 
to  you ;  I  hope  you  are  not  angry  with  me.” 

“  Not  in  the  least,  Miss  Buefold;  in  truth,  I 
am  very  satisfied  with  your  lecture.  If  I  could 
only  persuade  you  that  I  stand  far  more  in  need 
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of  your  favour  than  does  that  drunken  ruffian, 

I  should  have  scored  to-night.  Believe  me,  I 
want  your  hand  to  keep  me  from  slipping  further 

down  the  slope.” 

There  was  no  time  for  Christina  to  ponder 
over  this  speech,  for  there  was  a  name  shouted 
by  the  servant  at  the  door  which  she  failed  to 
catch,  but  the  interruption  made  her  alert.  There 
was  a  hum  in  the  room,  and  people  were  gathered 
about  the  door,  so  that  until  she  stood  up  she 
could  not  see  the  new  arrival.  There,  at  the 
entrance,  stood  the  stranger,  looking  in  every 
direction,  but  failing  to  see  Christina.  She  saw 
the  dejection  creep  over  his  face,  the  droop  of 
his  shoulders,  the  helplessness  of  his  attitude. 
She  dared  not  make  a  sign,  but  hoped  he  would 
see  her  at  last.  He  did  not,  and  began  to  retreat, 
unnoticed  by  the  busy  groups  who  had  scarcely 
heard  his  name,  and  had  not  recognised  him. 
As  she  watched,  he  backed  further  out,  and  was 
lost  to  sight.  She  yielded  to  the  impulse  and, 
without  a  moment  for  consideration,  made  her  way 
through  the  crowd  and  followed  him.  He  was 
not  on  the  landing,  nor  on  the  upper  staircase  ; 
but  looking  down,  she  saw  that  he  had  almost 
reached  the  hall  below.  She  ran  and  was  by  hits 
side  before  he  could  turn  into  the  cloak-room. 

“  Mr.  Bokrie,  you  have  come  to  stay.”  He 
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shook  his  head.  “  Indeed  you  have,”  she  per¬ 
sisted  ;  “  you  have  come  here  to  see  me.”  With 
that  remark  she  slipped  her  hand  into  his  arm 
and  gently  drew  him  towards  the  stairs.  He 
looked  at  her,  then  tightened  his  arm,  and  they 
went  up  together.  There  was  a  block  at  the  door  as 
before,  hut  she  made  way  for  him  and  they  entered 
the  room.  She  was  seeking  the  hostess,  and,  in 
the  search  for  her,  had  to  traverse  the  whole  extent 
of  the  room  twice,  as  they  had  overlooked  her 
at  the  first  round.  Christina  knew  that  they 
were  the  object  of  all  eyes,  and  the  conversation 
suddenly  dropped.  The  groups  did  not  break  up, 
hut  she  felt  that  a  space  was  left  about  them 
wherever  they  stood,  and  she  was  sure  that  heads 
were  inclined  at  the  proper  angle,  and  that  glasses 
went  up  to  the  eyes.  A  few  words  from  the 
hostess,  who  quickly  left  them,  and  Christina  found 
herself  alone  with  Bokrie  in  the  midst  of  the 
crowd.  No  one  came  to  them,  and  she  dared  not 
introduce  him  for  fear  of  a  rebuff.  The  chill  of 
the  world’s  disapproval  struck  in,  and  the  reaction 
from  her  act  of  heroism  had  begun  to  depress 
her.  She  could  not  talk  to  Bokrie  with  any 
freedom,  and  she  thought  the  position  must  be 
growing  intolerable  to  him. 

“  There  is  not  much  to  be  seen  or  done  here; 
it  was  very  good  of  you  to  come,  but  I  think  that 


A  MODERN  STORY  OF  EVOLUTION. 


127 


it  might  be  better  for  you  to  go  away.  Take  me 
to  the  door  and  leave  me  there/’  said  Christina. 

“Are  you  leaving  too?  ”  he  asked. 

“  Soon  ;  in  a  few  minutes,”  she  replied,  feeling 
quite  wretched,  and  wondering  how  she  would 
explain  the  incident  to  Mrs.  Fallowfett. 

“  Then  I  don’t  care  to  stay  a  moment  longer, 
but  the  short  visit  has  been  a  pleasant  one.”  She 
looked  up  at  him  when  he  parted  from  her  and 
saw  that  his  face  was  bright,  and  his  head  lifted 
higher  than  usual. 

“Beauty  and  the  Beast;  quite  a  fairy  tale,” 
said  a  woman’s  voice  on  the  left  hand,  and  on 
the  right  someone  said  to  her,  “  Let  me  take 
you  back  to  your  friends,  Miss  Buefold.”  It  was 
Gracebroke  who  was  waiting  for  her,  with  the 
ghost  of  a  smile.  “  It  was  hardly  a  success,  was 
it?”  he  whispered  to  her,  as  they  went  along.  She 
did  not  answer,  and  he  added  in  a  confidential 
tone,  “I  will  stand  by  you,  Miss  Buefold.  I  am 
afraid  you  will  find  Mrs.  Fallowfett  and  Vesper 
a  little  rough  on  you.”  The  ladies  rose  as  soon 
as  Christina  reached  them,  and  they  all  went  for 
their  wraps.  During  the  drive  home  Christina  was 
left  entirely  out  of  the  conversation.  She  found 
her  own  room  ;  the  friendly  door  between  the  two 
girls  was  closed.  Mrs.  Fallowfett  went  into  her 
husband’s  smoking-room  and  told  him  that  “  the 
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farce  must  come  to  an  end.”  He  was  astonished 
at  the  outburst,  and  was  inclined  to  make  light 
of  the  charge  against  the  girl,  until  Vesper  came 
in  with  flushed  cheeks  and  tears  in  her  eyes  to 
support  her  mother’s  argument.  He  looked  grave 
when  he  found  that  Christina  had  arranged  for 
Bokrie  to  be  there,  and  that  her  championship 
was  not  an  indiscretion  of  the  moment. 

“I  see  we  can’t  keep  Christina;  I  am  sorry,” 
said  Gregory  Fallowfett. 

“  I  will  never  have  her  with  me  in  society 
again,  never,”  said  Mrs.  Fallowfett,  firmly. 
“  Anything  that  is  reasonable,  Gregory,  I  will 
do  to  please  you,  but  I  draw  the  line  at  bridling 
untamed  girls.” 

Christina  read  her  sentence  in  the  cold  looks 
of  the  ladies  on  the  following  morning.  They 
never  spoke  to  her,  and  left  her  alone  after 
breakfast.  Her  cousin  came  into  the  room  with 
a  telegram  in  his  hand.  “  Here,  Christina,  your 
uncle  will  take  you  at  once,  and  I  think  you  had 
better  go  to  him  for  a  time.” 

Christina  choked  a  little  and  said  a  word  of 
gratitude  to  her  cousin.  The  maid  packed  her 
boxes,  and  the  cab  carried  her  eastwards  without 
a  farewell. 


IX. 


Tired  of  the  puppet-show  of  man, 

We  seek  the  immortals’  side  ; 

But  who  may  learn  their  pace,  or  can 
Keep  measure  with  their  stride  ? 

M  arcus  Hue  fold  sat  in  his  study  and  tried  to 
compose  himself  to  his  work ;  but  his  thoughts 
would  revert  continually  to  the  telegram  which 
he  had  received,  and  he  picked  it  out  of  the 

waste  basket  and  flattened  the  crumpled  pink 
paper  to  read  again  the  announcement  of 
Christina’s  coming.  The  girl  was  his  niece, 
and  an  orphan ;  her  natural  place  was  with 

him  ;  the  addition  to  his  household  would 
be  a  help  to  the  family  treasury.  He  had 
seen  and  admired  her,  yet  he  received  her 
with  an  amount  of  misgiving.  She  was  a  girl 

O  O  O 

who  required  a  breadth  and  variety  in  life  which 
he  feared  could  not  be  found  in  his  home. 

He  had  secretly  resented  the  choice  which  his 

brother  had  made  :  but  now  that  the  experiment 
had  broken  down,  he  almost  shrank  from  the 
responsibility  which  had  proved  too  much  for 

j 
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others.  He  felt  that  his  dead  brother’s  judg¬ 
ment  was  probably  a  truer  one  than  his  own, 
and  that  if  Christina  could  not  accept  a  position 
which  carried  with  it  so  many  advantages,  still 
less  would  she  find  in  the  straitened  circum¬ 
stances  of  a  poor  pastor’s  life  the  career  proper 
to  herself.  He  was  not  much  given  to  day¬ 

dreams.  The  speculative  element  in  his  mind 
he  held  in  check  by  an  elaborate  devotion  to 
his  duty.  If  he  suspected  it  of  an  attempt  to 
capture  his  attention,  he  would  invent  fresh 
claims  upon  his  time,  or  would  enlarge  the  area 
of  his  common  work.  To-day,  however,  the 

introduction  of  this  new  member  into  his  house¬ 
hold  had  produced  the  effect  of  a  crisis.  The 
diorama  of  life  unwound  itself  before  his  eyes, 
and  he  could  take  it  in  as  a  single  picture. 
He  had  been  haunted  of  late  by  the  idea  that 

he  was  getting  deep  into  middle-life  without 

setting  his  hand  to  any  distinct  work.  The 
respectable  tradesmen  formed  the  backbone  of  his 
church  ;  their  families  constituted  the  church 
meetings,  and  were  ever  ready  to  respond  to  a 
call  either  to  prayer  or  to  social  teas.  He 
believed  that  he  made  small  impression  upon 
them  because  they  so  readily  answered  to  every 
appeal,  and  followed  the  track  of  religious  ob¬ 
servance  with  an  unfaltering  fidelity.  In  this 


.4  MODERN  STORY  OF  EVOLUTION. 


1:41 

opinion  lie  probably  treated  them  with  scant 
justice,  as  they  were  trained  by  habit  and 
association  to  a  conventional  expression  of  their 
feelings ;  but  he  lingered  with  more  appreciation 
over  the  souls  which  he  had  snatched,  like  half* 
charred  brands,  from  the  fire,  and  on  others  who 
had  shaken  out  the  inborn  devil  with  a  convul¬ 
sive  struggle. 

Like  his  brother,  in  a  similar  review  of  the 
past,  he  recalled  his  earlier  days  —  the  course 
of  training  at  the  theological  college,  the  village 
church,  and  then  the  removal  to  London.  He 
remembered  the  hope  with  which  he  entered 
upon  his  new  task,  the  sermons  yet  unuttered 
with  which  he  meant  to  arouse  the  East  to  a 
sense  of  its  privileges  in  the  Society  of  Christ, 
and  the  echoes  which  must  wake  the  West  to 
its  duty  to  its  neighbours.  His  fresh  energies 
had  failed  to  make  that  impression  which  he 
had  whispered  to  himself,  and  the  work  and  dis¬ 
appointment  had  lowered  the  personal  standard. 
No  longer  could  he  hope  to  found  a  movement, 
or  to  build  a  tabernacle  to  hold  the  listening 
crowds  who  would  throng  to  hear  him ;  it  was 
sufficient  for  him  to  help  a  few  weary  feet  along 
the  black  road.  Yes,  he  remembered  the  narrow 
limits  of  his  lot,  the  determining  effect  of  mere 
wealth  upon  enterprise  and  conduct.  With  only 
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one  half  of  the  means  at  the  disposal  of  his 
cousin,  Gregory  Fallowfett,  he  would  turn  the 
neighbourhood  upside  down.  The  straitness  of 
his  position  was  beyond  his  wit  to  remedy, 
and  he  bowed  his  head  before  that  Power 
which  had  set  bounds  to  his  ambition.  For  the 
spiritual  world  was  an  everyday  reality  to  him. 
His  daily  task  was  to  make  men  and  women 
ready  to  cast  off  their  mooring  to  this  world. 

He  had  stood  on  the  quay  again  and  again, 

and  pressed  their  hands  in  a  last  farewell.  The 
salt  breeze  blew  from  the  sea  of  darkness  in  no 
unkind  gusts  against  his  face.  The  fight  for 
decency,  the  turmoil  and  swirl  of  the  existence 
of  a  population  living  on  the  edge  of  pauperism, 
had  convinced  him  that  for  them  the  present 
could  only  be  a  rough  school  for  the  here¬ 

after.  When  his  mind  was  overcharged  he 
would  take  refuge  in  consistent  hard  work. 
For  the  worry  of  speculative  thought  there  is 
positive  repose  in  the  activity  of  doing  good. 
In  the  pursuit  of  these  thoughts  Marcus  had 
forgotten  to  tell  his  wife  of  the  immediate 

arrival  of  Christina,  and  when  his  daughter 
Zephyr  ran  into  the  room  with  the  news  of 
their  unexpected  visitor,  he  suddenly  remembered 
the  omission. 

“  Tell  your  mother  that  Christina  has  come 
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to  stay  a  long  time  with  us,”  he  said ;  but 
before  the  message  could  be  delivered  Mrs. 
Ruefold  had  brought  the  girl  into  the  room. 
They  all  listened  attentively  to  her  story — not 
told  without  tears — and  then  Mrs.  Rue  fold  broke 
the  silence.  “I  am  sorry  for  you,  my  dear; 
you  meant  well,  and  you  have  been  treated 
harshly  by  your  friends  ;  but  Mrs.  Fallowfett 
was  right — -she  was,  indeed.  You  ought  not  to 
have  taken  the  step  you  did,  and  in  public 
too.  Women  cannot  be  too  careful  of  their 
good  name.” 

Zephyr  had  set  a  warm,  sympathising  cheek 
against  the  face  of  the  friend  she  desired  to 


comfort. 

“Where  is  this  Bokrie  now?”  asked  Marcus. 

“  Going  to  the  bad,  I  suppose,”  she  replied 
with  some  bitterness.  “  Everyone  is  hunting 
him  down ;  and  now  they  have  driven  me  away, 
so  that  I  cannot  give  him  any  help.”  Marcus, 
who  had  a  natural  sympathy  with  a  lost  cause, 
put  in  the  remark  :  “  Never  mind,  Christina, 

you  may  have  helped  him  more  than  you  now 
know.  It  is  in  this  way  with  my  sermons.  I 
think  that  I  have  failed  altogether  in  some — 
I  have  really  done  so  from  the  literary  point — 
but  the  simplicity  of  my  failures  has  frequently 
done  more  good  than  my  polished  successes.” 
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“  I  am  afraid  I  have  really  failed,  uncle 
Marcus/’  said  Christina.  “  He  wants  to  please 
me,  poor  fellow,  and  that  is  the  only  success  I 
have  got.” 

“  You  have  done  something1  if  you  have  taught 
him  manners  in  order  to  please  you,”  said  Mrs. 
Ituefold,  kindly,  as  she  retreated  to  her  household 
work. 

“  That  is  the  only  lifting  power  in  this  world, 
l  truly  believe,”  said  Marcus.  “  It  is  the  power 
of  a  person,  not  of  a  principle,  which  saves  us 
struggling  mortals.” 

Christina  found  plenty  to  do  in  that  loosely 
defined  area  which  her  uncle  called  his  parish. 
She  was  impressed  by  the  patient  work  which 
the  pastor  gave  from  week  to  week.  There 
was  no  applause  to  encourage  him.  The  deacons 
accepted  his  efforts  with  only  a  stolid  satisfaction. 
Christina  saw  that  like  other  men  he  was  often 
jaded  and  depressed  after  a  spell  of  hard  work, 
and  she  counted  the  cost  at  which  he  maintained 
the  ideal  of  the  Christian  life,  both  in  the  church 
and  at  home.  The  flaring  Christmas  came  and 
passed.  The  season  was  mild  and  damp ;  the 
pavements  were  sticky  with  mud.  The  naked 
lights  in  the  shops  roared  in  the  wind  and 
turned  blue  in  gasping.  Overhead  the  bells  made 

a  riot,  and  in  and  out  of  the  coarsely  decked 
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shops  and  glaring  taverns  the  shouting,  whistling 
crowds  kept  up  a  violent  idea  of  seasonable  en¬ 
joyment.  It  was  not  to  Christina  either  the 
Christmas  of  the  poets  or  of  Dickens.  She 
recalled  the  gathering  at  the  Mission  Station, 
the  make-believe  of  mince-pies  and  of  mistletoe  ; 
the  countless  stories  of  Christmas  in  the  old 
country  from  the  members  of  the  party ;  the 
crowned  pudding  brought  to  the  board  like  a 
fetish,  before  a  crowd  of  awed  natives,  by  the 
black  cook,  who  did  not  think  her  salvation 
secured  until  she  had  learned  the  mysteries  of 
its  concoction.  It  was  not  the  Christmas  of 
Africa,  but  a  noisy  pretence  that  she  would  rather 
have  seen  from  a  distance. 

One  Sunday,  early  in  the  year,  Marcus  had 
looked  through  his  congregation,  as  it  was  his 
custom  during  the  hymn  before  the  sermon  ;  and 
after  counting  the  regular  attendants,  and  glancing 
at  the  poor  in  the  aisles  at  the  side,  he  observed 
a  stranger  at  the  back,  under  the  shadow  of  the 
gallery.  The  thought  passed  through  the  mind 
of  the  preacher  that  here  might  be  the  represen¬ 
tative  of  some  fine  suburban  church  who  had 
heard  of  Marcus  lluefold  and  had  come  to  listen 
to  him.  Although  Marcus  was  not  prepared  to 
hearken  to  the  voice  of  the  charmer,  the  tempta¬ 
tion  would  be  an  agreeable  seduction.  It  was  a 
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disappointment  to  find  that  the  best  passages 
seemed  little  to  impress  the  strange  hearer  as 
he  put  up  his  eye-glass  and  stared  at  the  people. 
It  puzzled  Marcus  still  more  when  this  dandified 
young  man  asked  the  senior  deacon  in  a  superior 
tone  the  way  to  the  vestry,  and  was  waiting 
there  for  the  minister  on  his  descent  from  the 
pulpit. 

“  I  have  long  wanted  to  hear  you  preach, 
Mr.  Ruefold,”  he  began.  “Your  niece  told  me 
about  your  good  work,  and  I  determined  to  see 
for  myself.” 

“  My  niece  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  Miss  Christina  Euefold.  1  met  her 
at  the  Fallowf  efts’  house,  you  understand.  It  is 
a  great  relief  to  join  in  a  simple  free  service, 
after  the  music  and  the  mob  that  you  meet  at 
a  fashionable  church.  There  is  reality  here;  but 
at  the  other  place  it  is  only  a  church  parade.” 

“It  is  kind  of  you  to  say  all  this,”  replied 
Marcus,  a  little  touched  by  the  praise,  but  rather 
bewildered,  “  though  I  scarcely  deserve  it.” 

“  The  other  form  is  so  insincere  that  it  sickens 
us  young  men,  and  we  give  the  whole  thing  up. 
You  hear  a  man  sing-song  the  prayers  and  lessons 
and  deliver  a  pastoral  address.  That  same  fellow 
has  sat  deep  into  the  night  with  you,  talking 
Shakespeare  and  stodgy  philosophy.  He  was  your 
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neighbour  at  the  ‘  Varsity  ’ ;  a  man  of  your  year, 
whose  opinions  you  know  as  well  as  your  own, 
and  whose  vices,  large  or  small,  are  no  secret. 
There  he  is,  however,  put  up  to  kill  an  hour  or 
so  of  valuable  time  on  Sunday.” 

“  You  are  rather  hard  upon  the  young  curates,” 
said  Marcus.  “Everyone  must  make  a  start,  and 
youth  is  not  a  crime.” 

“  Well,  I  thank  you  for  your  address,”  added 
Gracehroke,  “  and  I  shall  not  forget  it  in  a  hurry. 
Here  is  my  card ;  perhaps  on  some  other  occasion 
we  may  discuss  the  matter  more  fully.  You  must 
be  tired  just  now;  good-night.” 

Marcus  walked  innocently  into  the  trap  and 
gave  his  admirer  an  invitation  promptly.  “  You 
will  come  and  see  us  ?  Not  this  week  ?  then  next. 
I  am  disengaged  on  Friday  evening ;  my  niece 
will  be  glad  to  see  a  friend  like  yourself.  We 
live  very  quietly  here.” 

Marcus  walked  home  much  pleased  with  him¬ 
self  and  his  visitor ;  but  when  he  told  the  story 
at  the  evening  meal,  he  found  that  he  had  made 
a  mistake. 

“  That  is  the  Mr.  Gracehroke  who  is  engaged 
to  Vesper  Eallowfett,”  remarked  Christina.  “I 
.  am  glad  that  he  liked  your  sermon,  uncle.’’ 

“Why  did  he  not  call  upon  you  without 
taking  this  roundabout  way  of  getting  asked?  ’ 
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inquired  Mrs.  Ruefold,  and  then  she  saw  the 
colour  in  the  girl’s  face  and  divined  the  secret. 

When  they  were  alone  Marcus  threw  his  sermon 
into  the  drawer  which  contained  the  other  past 
masterpieces,  and  settled  himself  for  his  single 
Sunday  pipe. 

“  He  seemed  a  most  intelligent  young  man, 
in  spite  of  his  careful  dress,”  he  remarked  with 
satisfaction.  “  I  shall  really  be  pleased  to  see 
him  here.  I  may  do  him  good  ;  he  is  thoroughly 
tired  of  a  priestly  religion.” 

“  My  dear  Marcus,  have  you  not  eyes  to  see?” 
demanded  his  wife.  “  He  has  not  come  for  your 
sermons,  but  to  follow  Christina.” 

“  Then  why  cannot  he  call  in  the  ordinary 
way  ?  ” 

“  Because  it  would  be  an  awkward  thing  for 
him  to  do  without  an  invitation.  Now  he  has 
his  answer  for  the  Fallowfetts ;  you  have  helped 
him  out  of  the  difficulty.” 

“  How  did  you  find  out  all  this  ?  ”  asked  her 
husband. 

“  By  watching  Christina  when  you  were  giving 
vour  account  of  the  talk  with  the  man.” 

“  So  that  there  is  nothing  in  his  congratula¬ 
tions  after  all,”  he  said,  ruefully;  and  he  turned 
to  his  pipe  with  a  sense  of  injury  seasoned  by 
the  humour  of  the  situation. 
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On  the  following  Sunday — a  wet  and  stormy 
day — the  galleries  of  the  church  were  deserted, 
but  there  was  one  singular  figure  which  had  taken 
Tip  a  lonely  position  facing  the  pulpit.  Marcus 
saw  that  this  was  not  an  ordinary  wayfarer,  who 
might  have  taken  refuge  from  the  storm  on 
passing  the  chape],  and  who  listened  to  the 
sermon  as  an  act  of  thanksgiving  for  a  dry  seat. 
He  was  a  lean  and  hungry  man,  with  restless 
eyes,  and  above  the  middle  height.  He  was 
dressed  well,  so  that  his  famished  look  was  not 
due  to  starvation,  but  to  some  mental  or  moral 
famine.  He  leaned  his  elbows  on  the  book-shelf 
and  bent  forward,  with  a  shifting  gaze.  Just 
below  him  was  the  clock,  which  preached  the 
shortness  of  time  in  the  intervals  of  silence.  The 
man  appeared  to  Marcus  like  an  evil  spirit  waiting 
for  the  conclusion  of  his  appeals  to  repentance 
that  he  might  claim  his  prey  on  the  stroke  of  the 
hour,  when  the  day  of  grace  had  run  out.  To 
address  Evil  in  person  was  a  new  experience  to 
the  preacher,  but  it  added  zest  to  the  argument 
and  pointed  the  appeals.  Marcus  mentioned  the 
fact  of  this  apparition  to  the  family,  and  at 
evening  worship  Christina  took  occasion  to  turn 
round,  and  there,  to  her  alarm,  sat  Bokrie  above 
the  clock.  Of  course,  Marcus  had  heard  of  Bokrie, 
and  the  silence  of  Christina  had  given  him  a 
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clue  to  the  identity  of  his  latest  visitor.  In  the 
evening,  therefore,  the  power  of  evil  was  no  longer 
idealised  in  the  form  in  front  of  him,  but  it  was 
the  natural  man,  waiting  for  the  redemption  of 
the  body.  He  took  for  his  subject  the  groaning 
and  travailing  together  of  all  created  things,  and 
the  low  thunderous  roll  of  the  vehicles  beyond 
the  doors  seemed  to  add  a  melancholy  emphasis 
to  his  words.  Bokrie  always  brightened  with  the 
hymns,  and  rose  and  beat  time  with  his  book, 
though  it  was  manifestly  held  upside  down.  At 
the  conclusion  of  the  service,  Marcus  quite 
expected  another  visit  to  the  vestry,  and,  arming 
himself  with  such  stray  facts  of  physiology  as  lie 
could  call  to  mind,  prepared  to  receive  the  African 
stranger.  But  nobody  came,  and  he  found  that 
he  had  slipped  off  his  gown  in  a  hurry  and 
repelled  his  other  friends  to  no  purpose.  Just 
before  he  entered  his  own  house,  he  observed  on 
the  opposite  side  of  the  way  a  tall  man,  beneath 
a  gas  lamp,  who  was  regarding  the  windows  of 
the  house  with  much  attention.  He  concluded 
that  this  must  be  Bokrie,  and,  crossing  the  road, 
he  asked  the  man,  somewhat  roughly,  whether 
he  wanted  anything.  The  stranger  recognised 
him,  and  said,  “  Oh,  sir,  if  you  are  the  relation 
of  Miss  Buefold,  tell  me  how  she  is.  I  have 
not  seen  her  for  several  weeks  ;  they  told  me  that 
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she  had  gone  away  from  her  other  home,  and  that 
T  should  never  see  her  any  more.  Her  face  lias 
been  with  me  in  my  dreams  ;  her  voice  has  been 
ringing  in  my  ears  all  day  long.  I  owe  every¬ 
thing  to  her,  and  I  must  see  her  again.” 

“  I  cannot  promise  that  Miss  Ruefold  will  see 
you,”  replied  Marcus.  “  She  has  come  here  for 
rest  and  change.  You  had  better  leave  her 
undisturbed.  Give  me  your  address,  and  if  she 
wishes  to  see  you  I  will  write.” 

Bokrie’s  face  grew  dark,  and  he  fumbled  in 
his  pocket  for  a  card.  “  I  don’t  think  I  need 
write  it  down,  you  will  be  sure  to  know  it,”  he 
said,  and  he  named  a  terrace  of  small  houses 
close  at  hand.  “  I  have  taken  a  lodging  there  ; 
I  shall  stay  as  long  as  she  remains  with  you,  but 
I  will  not  disturb  her  for  one  moment.  Let  me 
come  to  your  church  and  sit  in  the  middle  of 
the  big  gallery.  I  can  see  everyone  in  the 
building,  and  when  she  enters,  the  church  be¬ 
comes  sacred,  aud  all  that  goes  on  is  good.” 

“  How  do  you  get  your  living  P  ”  inquired 
Marcus,  descending  to  prose,  as  the  rain  was  still 
falling,  and  the  conference  was  conducted  in  the 
shining  wet  street. 

“  I  have  got  out  of  my  engagement  at  the 
‘  Happy  Valley,’  and  am  giving  a  performance  at 
the  ‘  Cat  and  Monkey  ’  every  night,  and  twice 
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on  Saturday.  I  am  making  less  money — all  for 
the  sake  of  Miss  Buefold.  Tell  her  that,”  he 
continued — many  pounds  a  week  less,  and  all 
for  her  sake.  Bullock  Sopp  says  I  must  be  out 
of  my  mind,  but  that  is  not  so ;  I  am  only  just 
finding  it.” 

“  I  am  sorry  enough  for  you,”  replied  Marcus, 
“  but  as  I  have  just  said,  I  can’t  answer  for  my 
niece.  We  must  get  out  of  this  rain.  If  you 
want  to  say  anything  more  to  me  you  had  better 
follow  me  into  the  house.” 

Bokrie  stood  humbly  in  the  passage  whilst 
Marcus  sought  for  his  wife  and  niece.  At  first 
Christina  said  she  would  not  see  him,  and  Marcus 
took  him  into  the  study  and  gave  him  her  message, 
at  the  same  time  promising  to  help  him  as  far 
as  possible.  The  man  did  not  offer  to  go,  and 
his  brow  grew  sullen  and  lowering.  Marcus  went 
to  his  niece  again.  “A  word  may  suffice  to  quiet 
him,”  he  said ;  “  the  poor  creature  is  deeply 
grieved  at  your  absence.”  Bokrie’s  eyes  were 
turned  expectantly  to  the  door,  but  when  she 
entered,  he  stood  before  her  with  downcast  head 
and  folded  hands,  like  a  penitent  school-lad.  “  I 
am  told  that  it  is  through  my  fault  you  have  had 
to  leave  Behemoth  Square  and  to  live  in  this 
ugly  part  of  the  town,”  he  began.  “  You  have 
been  so  good  to  me  ;  you  alone  understand  me  ; 
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don’t  give  me  up.  Say  a  word  to  me  sometimes, 
and  I  won’t  be  a  nuisance  to  you — I  promise.” 

“You  must  not  stay  now,”  said  Christina; 
“  come  again  ;  come —  ” 

“  To-morrow  ?  ”  he  put  in,  eagerly. 

“No,  not  so  soon ;  well,  on  Friday ;  good¬ 
night.”  He  retreated,  looking  sadly  at  her  until 
the  last. 

“My  dear  Christina,”  began  Mrs.  Buefold,  a 
little  ruffled  at  the  disturbance  in  her  household 
arrangements,  “  I  hope  that  we  are  not  to  have  a 
fresh  admirer  every  Sunday.” 

“  You  won’t  marry  that  ugly  Mr.  Bokrie, 
Christina,  promise  me  that,”  pleaded  Zephyr. 
“  Mr.  Gracebroke  is  ever  so  much  better-looking 
and —  ” 

“  Be  quiet,  child ;  there  is  no  love  or  marriage 
in  the  case,”  said  Marcus,  sharply. 

“No,  no,  there  is  something  better  for  me,” 
replied  Christina,  proudly,  with  a  warm  glow  in 
her  face. 

“  Girls  ought  to  marry,  my  dear,”  said  Mrs. 
Buefold ;  “  it  is  natural  and  Protestant.  I  hope 
those  Sisters  at  St.  Gabriel’s  have  not  been  putting 
wrong  ideas  into  your  head;  I  only  spoke  playfully 
just  now.” 

“  Not  at  all,  Mrs.  Buefold ;  but  I  have 
foreseen  my  vocation  for  some  while.  Zephyr 
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will  marry  when  she  is  a  grown-up  girl,  but 
not  I.” 

“  And  why  not?  ”  demanded  her  uncle. 

“  1  have  to  seek  my  mother’s  kinsfolk  far  away 
in  Africa  ;  to  help  them  presently  to  do — I  know 
not  what!  ”  exclaimed  Christina,  and  broke  off  the 
sentence  impetuously. 

“  I  may  die  first,  and  go  to  heaven,”  put  in 
Zephyr,  deep  in  a  plate  of  blanc-mange. 

“  Enough  of  this  for  one  night,”  said  Marcus. 
“  Now  I  want  to  tell  you  that  I  am  pleased  to 
have  met  Forest  Bokrie,  and  that  I  mean  to  make 
a  study  of  him  for  my  coming  sermon  on  evolution.” 

“What  sermon,  Marcus?”  asked  his  wife, 
looking  up  in  alarm.  “  Use  your  tongue  as  much 
as  you  like,  here  at  home.  In  public,  in  the 
church,  it  is  different.  People  cannot  blame  you 
for  your  private  opinions  ;  but  if  you  tear  up  the 
Bible  in  the  pulpit,  it  will  be  all  over  the 
place.” 

“  I  should  be  sorry  to  act  impulsively,  but 
I  have  given  careful  thought  to  the  subject ;  the 
fire  burns,  and  I  ought  to  speak  out.” 

“  I  don’t  see  that  you  need  do  anything  of  the 
kind,  Marcus,”  remarked  his  wife.  “  If  you  want 
to  whip  up  the  evening  congregation,  you  might 
circulate  bills  for  a  series  of  interesting  social 
subjects,  as  Mr.  Jackman  does  at  Providence 
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Chapel ;  or  have  the  ‘  Lost  Chord  ’  on  a  cornet, 
as  they  do  at  the  Bulltinch  Load  Tabernacle/ ’ 

“  Jane,  Jane,  cannot  you  understand  me 
after  all  these  years?  Do  you  know  that  the 
message  pursues  me  from  house  to  house  and 
waits  for  me  at  the  corners  of  the  streets  ?  If 
you  were  stalked  by  a  ghost  like  that,  you  would 
be  glad  enough  to  get  rid  of  it  by  writing  down, 
or  speaking  out,  the  word  that  has  seized  upon 
you.” 

“  I  would  rather  take  a  blue  pill  and  a  black 
draught  than  upset  my  church  and  distress  my 
friends,”  said  his  wife.  “You  can’t  be  well  if  you 
feel  like  that.” 

“  The  spiritual  cannot  be  got  rid  of  by  drugs,” 
he  replied. 

“  But  the  deacons  may,  by  heterodox  doctrine,” 
she  x'etorted.  “  Mr.  Pompas  Bead  is  not  the  man 
to  stay  if  he  thinks  the  simple  Word  is  tampered 
with.” 

“An  excellent  man,  but  a  painfully  narrow  one. 
Since  he  retired  from  his  shop,  his  one  object  in 
life  is  to  distinguish  between  the  real  butter  of 
doctrine  and  margarine.” 

“  Yet  he  takes  six  sittings,”  commented  Mrs. 
Buefold.  “  And  how  about  Mr.  Bannockburn 
Breeks  ?  ” 

“  An  honest  Scotsman  who  considers  Calvinism 
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a  Scotch  institution,  and  would  defend  it  as  he 
would  his  native  land.” 

“  Then  there  is  Mr.  Perkins  Rust  ?  ” 

“  He  is  more  likely  to  go  to  sleep  than  to  take 
notes  of  my  sermon.” 

“You  will  never  get  a  call  to  a  new  church, 
Marcus,”  said  his  wife,  sadly.  “  You  can  speak 
racily,  and  draw  applause  ;  so  that  they  will  ask 
you  on  to  the  platform,  but  will  keep  you  out 
of  the  pulpit.  You  clever  men  are  like  the  noisy, 
sparkling  girls  who  are  popular  for  an  evening, 
hut  no  one  wants  them  for  life.” 

“  That  is  too  had,  is  it  not,  Zephyr,  to  liken 
your  staid  old  father  to  the  hoydens  and  tomboys? 
I  must  take  my  chance  and  face  these  terrible 
risks.” 

“  I  wish  we  could  get  away  from  it  all,” 
said  Christina,  with  a  sigh  of  unrest.  “  You 
would  like  Africa ;  you  can  think  broadly  there ; 
Nature  is  so  wide,  and  nobody  cares.” 

“  You  are  tired  of  this  big  London  show 
already  ?  ” 

“  Tired !  yes,  indeed.  I  can’t  do  any  good 
here;  I  am  only  a  burden  to  my  friends.” 

It  was  true  that  the  girl  felt  thwarted  and 
overborne.  Here  was  Bokrie  on  her  hands, 
helpless  without  her,  as  he  pleaded,  and  yet  as 
awkward  a  follower  as  a  tame  elephant  would  be. 
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She  had  discovered  —  unfortunately,  too  late 
— that  she  had  permitted  Bokrie  to  pay  his 
visit  upon  the  same  day  which  had  been  as¬ 
signed  by  her  uncle  to  Gracebroke.  Gracebroke 
came  quite  early,  under  a  vague  impression  that 
be  was  expected  to  arrive  in  time  for  after¬ 
noon  tea.  That  was  a  movable  feast  in  tlie 
house  of  the  Ruefolds.  Tea  was  a  beverage 
produced  at  the  shortest  notice,  and  was  given 
by  Mrs.  Ruefold  indiscriminately  to  chance  visi¬ 
tors —  mostly  of  the  poorer  sort  —  to  weeping 
women  who  came  for  comfort,  and  to  penitent 
sinners  as  a  cup  of  rejoicing. 

Gracebroke  was  hardly  at  ease ;  the  road 
had  been  long,  the  cabman  exorbitant,  the 
surroundings  unfamiliar  and  uncongenial.  His 
conscience  continued  to  pester  him  with  irri¬ 
tating  warning  as  to  his  duty  to  Vesper 
Fallowfett,  and  be  did  not  relisli  the  calls  of 
that  debt-collector.  The  long  ride  had  given 
him  time  for  reflection,  and  the  effort  did  not 
seem  to  be  rewarded  by  an  adequate  return. 
Christina  was  quiet  and  repressed ;  she  did  not 
at  all  respond  to  his  remarks,  and  the  con¬ 
versation  threatened  to  flag.  Looking  at  her 
in  this  new  scene,  she  seemed  to  him  a  different 
person.  The  vivacity  had  given  way  to  a 
discreet  sobriety ;  her  eyes  wanted  lustre ;  her 
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dress  had  taken  on  the  tone  of  the  place,  and 
had  grown  sombre  and  puritanic.  It  was 
hardly  worth  while  to  have  come  this  distance 
to  drink  a  cup  of  questionable  tea  and  to 
discourse  upon  the  weather  and  kindred  topics. 
At  last,  in  despair,  he  said  :  “  I  suppose,  Miss 
Buefold,  as  you  have  given  up  your  cousins 
and  all  other  friends  in  the  West,  you  have 
thrown  over  that  poor  beggar,  Forest  Bokrie, 
as  well  ?  You  may  care  to  know  that  he  has 
disappeared  from  our  part  of  the  town.  His 
familiar  name  is  no  longer  seen  in  the  adver- 
tisements  of  ‘  The  Happy  Valley,’  and  they 
have  put  a  capital  novelty  in  his  place.  It 
is  a  troupe  of  juvenile  Japanese  acrobats,  the 
oddest  little  imps  that  ever  you  saw.  You 
ought  to  go  there ;  it  is  quite  an  entertain¬ 
ment  for  women  and  children.  Beally  it  would 
remove  the  disagreeable  impression  you  must 
have  received  from  seeing  that  half-beast  exhibit 
himself.  AVould  you  like  to  go  with  your  little 
cousin  Zephyr ;  I  should  he  pleased  to  take 
charge  of  you  both  P  ” 

“Do  you  know  where  Bokrie  is  at  present?” 
she  asked. 

“  Yo ;  at  some  small  music-hall  in  the  South 
or  East,  I  suppose.  Perhaps  they  have  carted 
him  off  to  the  provinces.” 
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Christina  knew  that  he  might  arrive  at 
any  moment,  so  she  said,  quite  simply,  “  I 
thought  you  knew  that  he  was  engaged  in  this 
part  of  London ;  you  followed  his  movements 
so  closely  before.  He  discovered  my  uncle’s 
chapel  just  as  you  did,  and  appeared  there  last 
Sunday.  I  am  beginning  to  think  that  we  shall 
do  nothing  with  him  in  England,  and  that  the 
best  plan  would  be  to  get  him  to  return  to 
Africa.” 

“  I  don’t  think  that  he  will  come  to  much 
good,  either  in  Europe  or  Africa.  Perhaps  the 
best  thing  would  be  to  send  him  back.  He 
would  probably  marry  a  Kaffir  Venus,  settle 

down  into  a  respectable  cattle-lifter,  and  get 
shot  by  the  Boers.  I  will  give  ten  pounds  to¬ 
wards  his  passage-money.  Let  me  look  out  a  steamer 
for  him  to  save  you  from  further  annoyance.” 

“  Remember  me  kindly  to  Vesper,  Mr. 

Gracebroke.” 

“  That  means  that  I  am  to  take  a  formal 
dismissal.  I  must  ask  permission  to  make 
another  call — at  least,  upon  Mr.  Marcus  Rue¬ 

fold.  I  promised  to  discuss  the  sermon.  Alas ! 
I  have  forgotten  the  text.” 

He  left,  rather  uncertain  and  bewildered 
about  his  own  feelings,  determined  not  to  be 
curtly  dismissed,  and  yet  with  a  sense  that 
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the  present  meeting  ought  not  to  be  prolonged. 
After  £oin£  out  he  came  face  to  face  with 

o  o 

Bokrie,  who  had  just  put  his  hand  to  the 
hell.  “  Ah !  you  have  come,  have  you  ?  ’ 
Gracebroke  exclaimed.  “  Spare  me  a  couple  of 
minutes,  Mr.  Bokrie,  before  you  go  in.  I  want 
to  give  you  a  word  of  advice ;  you  know  I 
have  always  been  your  friend.”  Bokrie  suffered 
himself  to  be  detached  from  the  door  and  drawn 
along  the  street. 

“  You  are  doing  serious  harm  to  Miss 
Buefold  by  coming  here,”  Gracebroke  began. 

“How  do  you  know  that?”  asked  Bokrie 
stoutly. 

“You  have  driven  Miss  Buefold  from  her 
comfortable  home  in  the  West-end.  You  saw 
the  house  for  yourself — every  luxury,  many 
servants,  plenty  of  amusement — and  you  see  her 
in  this  dirty  hole — roughly  lodged,  and  having 
to  wait  upon  herself.  Now,  if  you  follow  her 
about,  and  come  to  the  house,  she  will  be  forced 
to  leave  this  place  also.  It  is  a  home  of  a 
kind  ;  but  her  uncle  is  a  clergyman,  and  you 
will  injure  his  character  if  you  persist.  Then 
the  poor  girl  will  have  to  leave  again  and  hide 
herself  somewhere  else.” 

“  She  did  not  say  that  she  was  hiding  from 
me,”  urged  Bokrie. 
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“  She  did  not  want  to  see  you,  and  only 
came  down  because  you  would  not  leave  the 
house,”  retorted  Gracebroke,  making  a  guess  at 
the  truth. 

“You  have  just  seen  her;  then  why  not 
IP”  exclaimed  Bokrie,  thoroughly  roused. 

Gracebroke  laughed.  “  Yes,  I  indeed,  but  you 
are  not  quite  the  same  as  we  Englishmen, you  know.’1 

“  But  she  cares  for  me  too.” 

Gracebroke  laughed  again  with  good-tempered 
complacency.  “  Not  quite  to  the  degree ;  not 
quite  in  the  same  way.” 

“  I  don’t  understand,  I  don’t  see  it.  She 
would  never  have  fetched  you  back  from  the 
hall,  have  walked  through  that  crowded  room 
with  you,”  persisted  Bokrie. 

“  My  dear  man — for  you  are  a  man,  in  spite 
of  all  the  showmen’s  fictions — listen  to  me.  You 
are  not  a  fool  ;  can’t  you  see  that  she  cares  for 
you  in  quite  a  different  manner,  as  she  might 
for  a  favourite  dog  or  horse  ?  ” 

“  If  she  considers  me  a  man,  she  looks  on 
me  as  she  does  on  you.” 

“As  a  possible  husband,  for  instance  ? 
answered  Gracebroke. 

“  A  husband ;  no,  no  !  She  is  far  too  good 
for  either  of  us,”  said  Bokrie,  quickly. 

Gracebroke  was  stung  by  the  comparison 
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between  himself  and  this  lower  creature.  “  Of 
course,  you  will  have  as  good  a  chance  as  I 
should  have ;  try  your  luck.  It  is  your  one 
opportunity  of  getting  the  privilege  you  want. 
Uni  ess  she  entertains  your  offer  she  will  never 
let  you  live  near  to  her.” 

“  No,  Mr.  Gfracebroke,  you  don’t  know  what 
you  are  saying.  I  could  never,  never ;  she  is 
beyond  me,  like  the  sun,  the  stars.” 

“  Very  well,”  replied  Gfracebroke  roughly;  “  if 
she  is  so  far  above  you,  keep  out  of  her  way.  If 
she  is  a  star,  a  sun,  don’t  let  your  great  big  body 
block  the  light  for  other  people.  If  she  treats 
you  so  well,  go  on,  tell  your  story,  take  your 
answer,  and  have  done  with  it.” 

He  went  away,  leaving  Bokrie  on  the  pave¬ 
ment,  mazed  and  wondering.  The  creature  marched 
up  and  down  the  street  for  the  next  twenty  minutes, 
in  a  confusion  of  thought  which  prevented  him 
from  renewing  his  summons  to  be  admitted.  At 
last  the  curious  observation  of  a  policeman  re¬ 
called  him  to  the  necessity  of  going  in.  There 
was  even  then  some  loss  of  time  in  getting  ad¬ 
mission,  for  the  young  servant  had  caught  some 
rumour  about  him,  and  refused  to  go  to  the 
door  unattended.  Bokrie  had  to  wait,  chilled 
and  miserable,  in  the  little  drawing-room,  until 
Christina  appeared. 
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“  What  had  he  to  tell  her  P  ”  The  whole 
mental  power  of  the  man  seemed  to  crowd  to  a 
point  of  expression  for  which  he  could  not  find 
words.  He  worshipped  her,  hut  he  was  dumb. 
The  opportunity  granted  to  the  ancients  of  falling 
before  a  beautiful  imag^e  was  denied  to  him.  He 
could  not  go  down  upon  the  faded  Brussels  carpet 
or  prostrate  himself  upon  the  weak  little  chair 
before  her.  He  would  bring  down  the  china 
figures  upon  the  corner  shelf  and  rouse  the  house 
with  the  vibration. 

“  Really,  Mr.  Bokrie,  if  you  are  not  prepared 
to  speak,  I  cannot  be  of  service  to  you.  Perhaps 
you  are  tired  also,  and  out  of  sorts.  Come  another 
time;  now  good-evening.” 

She  held  out  her  hand,  hut  he  did  not  take 
it.  As  she  moved  towards  the  door  he  found 
words.  “  Listen,  Miss  Ruefold,  don’t  dismiss 
me  like  this.  They  say  that  I  must  not  follow 
you  about ;  I  must  not  come  here  unless  you 
will  listen  to  me  as  a  lover.  I  dare  not  utter  a 
word  of  love  to  you ;  but  if  you  will  suffer  me 
to  he  called  by  that  name,  I  will  never  lift  my 
eyes  higher.  It  is  enough  for  me  to  breathe 
the  same  air  that  you  do.”  Moved  by  the  force 
of  his  appeal,  he  took  a  step  towards  her.  The 
horror  and  disgust  which  showed  itself  in  her 
countenance  drove  him  back.  He  covered  his 
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face  to  liicle  the  look  from  himself,  and  she  escaped 
from  the  room.  Mrs.  Ruefold  came  up,  hearing 
the  quick  steps  of  Christina,  but  Bokrie  had 
gone. 

The  shadow  of  the  impending  sermon  on 
evolution  covered  the  rest  of  the  week.  To 
Christina  it  was  of  absorbing  interest,  as  she 
knew  that  a  human  being  stood  for  the  text. 
Mrs.  Ruefold  also  listened  with  close  attention, 
and  as  each  point  of  novel  character  was  advanced, 
she  struck  off  a  regular  attendant  against  it. 
Marcus  could  see,  for  himself,  the  effect  on  his 
audience,  and  it  was  with  as  much  disappointment 
as  surprise  that  he  observed  the  slight  ruffling 
of  the  placid  surface  of  the  pews.  He  described 
the  ascent  of  man  to  a  fairly  attentive  audience ; 
but  Bannockburn  B reeks  had  dropped  off  to  sleep 
before  man  had  awaked  to  a  spirit  life,  and 
Pom  pas  Read  lost  himself  in  the  intricacies  of 
mind  and  matter,  and  contented  himself  with 
looking  wise.  Mrs.  Ruefold,  immersed  in  her 
own  foregone  conclusions,  sat  through  the  sermon 
in  an  atmosphere  of  distrust,  and  went  home 
wretched.  Something  must  happen  in  the  week, 
she  was  confident,  and  it  was  quite  a  relief  for 
her  to  hear  the  cars  running  regularly  on  Monday 
morning.  But  the  only  remark  that  ever  reached 
her  ears  was  a  chance  statement  of  Mr.  Breeks 
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to  a  customer  :  “  Minister  seemed  extra  eloquent 
last  night/ ’ 

In  the  middle  of  the  week  two  letters  kiy 
upon  the  minister’s  plate  at  breakfast.  One 
announced  the  death  of  a  distant  relation,  who 
had  left  Marcus  a  legacy  of  five  thousand  pounds. 
The  other  was  from  the  secretary  of  the  Excelsior 
Religion  Society,  asking  whether  a  mission  could 
he  conducted  in  the  chapel  for  three  months. 

“  They  shall  have  it  for  three  years  if  they 
like !  ”  cried  Marcus  Ruefold,  throwing  the  two 
letters  across  to  his  wife.  “  It  may  run  to  a 
few  hundreds  more,  the  solicitor  writes,”  Marcus 
put  in.  “We  will  spend  the  spare  hundreds  at 
least  upon  our  African  experiment.” 

Christina  danced  with  Zephyr  round  the  room, 
and  both  girls  went  to  look  at  the  shop  window 
of  a  dyer  and  cleaner,  where  there  were  three 
ostrich  feathers  under  a  glass  case.  It  was  the 
only  sign  of  Africa  in  the  neighbourhood. 


X. 


He  who  is  too  slothful  to  clear  away  the  sand  about  the 
Sphinx  cannot  hope  to  discover  her  secret. 

Zephyr  was  disappointed  with  her  early  experience 
of  Africa.  In  the  secret  of  her  heart  she  had 
expected  to  be  received  by  hostile  savages  on  the 
beach,  like  Julius  Caesar  and  Captain  Cook.  She 
knew  that  there  were  white  settlements,  but  she 
imagined  that  missionaries  would  be  set  down 
upon  an  inhospitable  coast,  and  only  succeed 
in  passing  the  guard  of  dangerous  natives  and 
penetrating  to  the  interior  after  a  free  use  of 
hymns  and  exhortation.  Instead  of  this  dramatic 
cleavage  of  the  difficulty,  they  landed  in  small 
boats  and  had  to  satisfy  the  Custom  House.  Then 
there  was  a  long  railway  journey  from  the  port 
of  entry  to  a  bright  little  town  with  plenty  of 
foliage,  which  gave  shelter  from  the  copper  glare 
of  the  African  noon-day.  And  then,  oh  then ! 
the  picturesque  and  jolting  ox- waggon,  with  its 
line  of  cattle  as  long  as  an  express  train;  the  black 
servants,  the  whips,  the  creaking  and  groaning. 


A  MODERN  STORY  OF  EVOLUTION. 


157 


How  delightful  to  outspan  in  the  heat  of  raid-day, 
and  then  to  travel  under  the  light  of  stars  and 
moon  !  There  were  no  lions  to  wake  the  night  into  a 
delicious  romance,  and  very  little  four-footed  game  ; 
for  the  hunters  had  swept  the  country,  and  had 
gone  much  farther  afield.  Convoys  of  mining 
materials  passed  them  ;  horsemen,  natives  on  foot, 
and  waggons  streamed  along  the  great  route  from 
the  coast  to  the  interior.  It  was  the  South  Africa 
of  progress,  of  Boers,  Scotsmen,  and  English 
companies.  The  small  settlements  of  corrugated 
iron  buildings  rang  with  talk  of  diamonds  and 
reeked  with  whisky. 

As  they  travelled  northwards,  the  population 
was  more  scanty  ;  the  country  half  a  desert,  with 
dusty  gray-green  foliage.  There  were  clumps  of 
verdure  by  the  watercourses,  but  the  spring  rains 
were  now  over  and  the  streams  were  running  thin. 
Here  aud  there  patches  of  dried  salt  glittered  with 
a  ghastly  remembrance  of  the  lake  which  had  finally 
evaporated. 

From  this  table-land  rose  flat-topped  hills  like 
the  seats  of  the  pre-historic  gods,  but  in  reality 
marking  the  level  of  the  old  plain  in  a  past 
geological  age.  This  was  not  the  Africa  which 
Christina  had  known ;  the  mighty  river  rolling 
along  its  hundreds  of  miles  between  the  matted 
banks  of  a  vast  forest  land.  The  handful  of  white 
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people,  the  overwhelming  crowd  of  the  black  races, 
the  spawning  wealth  of  life,  were  very  different 
to  the  sparseness,  the  silence  of  this  gray  and 
brown  country.  Here  the  white  and  half-breed 
peoples  took  the  lead,  and  the  native  races  roamed 
about  the  great  stretches  of  country  by  stealth, 
as  if  they  occupied  it  on  sufferance.  All  day  the 
sun  poured  down  upon  the  dry  soil,  but  after 
sunset  the  heat  surrendered  to  a  sudden  and 
grateful  coolness. 

Their  destination  was  a  trading  station  and 
mission  settlement  in  the  wilderness.  Marcus  had 
to  learn  something  of  the  languages,  and  to  make 
his  final  preparations  for  that  push  to  the  north 
which  would  carry  him  into  the  heart  of  Africa. 
He  shrank  at  first  from  the  change.  The  glare  of 
the  intense  day  blinded  him  after  the  dun -coloured 
life  of  muddy  England.  His  thoughts  could  not 
adjust  themselves  to  the  clear  atmosphere  of  this 
ancient  continent.  Right  and  wrong  appeared  as 
sharply  defined  as  the  day  and  the  night.  There 
were  no  neutral  tints,  no  shading  to  soften  the 
boundaries  of  morality.  The  hybrids  in  religion 
flourished  as  little  as  the  miserable  half-breeds 
cast  off  by  both  the  black  and  the  white.  You 
were  either  a  trader,  given  to  cocktails  and  big 
“  damns,”  without  a  clean  shirt  and  a  hymn-hook  ; 
or  a  regular  church-goer,  on  speaking  terms  with 
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the  Ten  Commandments  and  the  Apostles’  Creed, 
a  friend  of  every  missionary  in  the  place,  and 
welcomed  to  afternoon  tea  in  the  bishop’s 
garden.  Either  vour  black  man  was  a  nigger  who 

O  O  O 

could  swallow  diamonds,  steal  a  horse,  and  make 
prayer  to  a  diabolical  carved  club,  or  he  showed 
the  whites  of  his  eyes  at  a  prayer-meeting,  and 
groomed  the  cattle  of  the  mission-house.  The 
well-conducted  sceptic  is  a  product  of  the  higher 
civilisation  of  Europe.  In  Africa,  if  you  do  not  ac¬ 
cept  the  doctrine,  you  may  do  as  you  like  otherwise, 
and  take  over  the  full  value  of  unbelief  in  a  coarse 
dose  of  immorality.  Marcus  Ruefold  travelled  in 
thought  along  the  mass  of  land  from  the  Cape — 
which  looks  out  upon  that  fragmentary  Southern 
World  that  lives  upon  the  crumbs  which  fall  from 
the  table  of  the  wealthier  Northern  Hemisphere 
— to  the  Egypt  in  the  far  north-east,  which 
treasures  in  scarred  pyramid  and  dust-mound  the 
accumulated  science  and  religion  of  unknown 
centuries.  It  seemed  presumptuous  that  he,  the 
dweller  in  an  island  crumbled  off  the  western 
coast  of  Europe,  should  presume  to  deal  with 
that  enigma  of  man’s  existence  which  may  have 
engaged  the  thought  of  intelligent  beings  in  Africa 
for  years  before  England  had  slipped  loose  from 
that  link  of  land  which  bound  her  to  the  Low 
Countries.  The  mystery  may  have  been  solved 
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and  tlie  answer  forgotten  for  a  dozen  times,  and 
was  it  left  for  liim  to  rediscover  it  ?  Were 
there  men  so  low  in  the  school  of  life  that 
the  power  of  Christ  would  have,  in  the  first 
instance,  to  create  a  spiritual  sense  through  which 
it  might  work  ?  He  watched  the  men  who  were 
not  vexed  with  the  questions  which  assailed  him. 
They  gave  the  lessons  of  the  Gospel  as  regularly 
as  they  would  have  done  in  a  village  church  in 
England.  They  kept  their  hands  to  the  plough 
with  a  dogged  good-will,  even  when  the  land  had 
to  be  broken  up  and  re-ploughed  after  a  year  of 
labour.  When  they  got  old  they  fell  back  upon 
their  Society,  went  home,  and  drew  their  pensions. 
Some  few,  fired  by  the  example  of  great  names, 
did  a  little  in  the  way  of  exploration ;  and  others, 
with  peculiar  gifts,  worked  at  some  neglected 
art  or  science,  and  gave  the  result  to  the  natives. 


The  vast  continent  of  Faith  is  washed  by  the  restless 
sea  of  Doubt,  and  is  for  ever  changing  its  outline.  Here 
the  water  eats  into  the  shore ;  there  it  surrenders  a  new 
tract  to  the  land.  Yet  the  continent  remains,  and  even  if 
occasionally  sheeted  with  ice  and  grooved  and  fluted  under 
the  march  of  glaciers,  it  will  emerge  again  to  be  a  home 
for  flowers,  birds,  and  higher  forms  of  life. 


There  was  a  Zulu  girl  at  the  station  who  was 
not  much  older  than  Zephyr,  hut  in  figure  she 
was  almost  a  grown  woman.  She  was  employed 
as  a  maid  by  the  wives  of  the  missionaries,  and 
was  given  easy  indoor  work,  on  account  of  her 
steady  character  and  nimble  fingers.  She  had 
been  captured  by  the  Boers  in  a  raid,  and  had 
practically  been  bought  by  the  mission  from  the 
man  who  was  taking  her  home  as  a  present  to  his 
wife.  In  this  instance  slavery  was  almost  a 
merciful  interposition,  as  the  Boer  bullets  had 
killed  both  her  father  and  mother.  The  young 
creature  was  nameless,  or  in  her  fright  had  for¬ 
gotten  her  real  name,  so  that  her  captors  had  to 
furnish  one  for  her.  Whether  the  two  names 
they  fastened  upon  her  showed  an  effort  to  render 


162 


THE  QUICKENING  OF  CALIBAN: 


her  native  title  into  the  mixed  speech  of  South 
Africa,  or  belonged  to  some  lost  worthy  of  the 
invading  host,  could  not  be  determined.  In  spite 
of  the  baptismal  “  Susanna,”  which  was  promptly 
given  at  the  mission,  the  name  of  Lucifer  Quagg 
attached  itself  firmly  to  her.  As  the  mission 
ladies  could  not  persuade  the  natives  to  call  her 
by  any  other  name,  they  softened  the  first  one  to 
Lucy.  Lucy  was  not,  by  any  means,  a  girl  with¬ 
out  natural  attraction.  Her  skin  was  a  warm 
brown,  her  features  were  pleasing,  and  her  figure 
comely  and  elastic.  She  was  glad  to  make  friends 
with  Zephyr,  who  was  not  quite  strong,  and 
required  the  friendly  assistance  which  the  brown 
girl  was  pleased  to  offer.  Lucy  had  managed  to 
pick  up  a  fair  amount  of  education,  and  was  a 
favourite  in  the  little  society  of  the  settlement. 
The  Buefolds  rented  one  of  the  houses  which 
was  vacant  through  the  absence  of  a  member  of 
the  staff  on  sick-leave.  There  were  walks  in  the 
early  morning  and  long  talks  at  night,  when 
Lucy  would  come  into  the  bedroom  of  Zephyr 
and  tell  her  delicious  stories  of  the  wild  doings 
before  the  white  man  became  the  master.  There 
were  border  fights  and  massacres,  followed  by  the 
boasts  of  native  braves  that  they  had  driven  the 
strangers  into  the  black  water.  But  the  white 
man  always  returned;  the  avenging  host  gathered 
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little  bv  little  out  of  tlie  broad  ocean.  Here  a 
«/ 

trail  of  smoke,  there  a  sail ;  the  army  grew  larger  ; 
the  horses  and  great  guns  arrived  with  the  chiefs 
of  the  white  Queen  whose  flag  goes  round  the 
world.  Lucy  had  heard  of  the  terrible  struggle 
from  her  brothers  who  had  fought  in  the  armies 
of  the  Zulu  king.  About  that  great  day  they 
told  her,  when  the  impi  extended  its  deep  horns 
and  closed  round  the  brave  Englishmen,  who  died 
fighting  in  groups,  back  to  back.  Zephyr  could 
almost  see  the  ordered  lines,  the  curve  of  the 
impi,  as  it  bent  into  the  semi-circle.  She  held 
her  breath  at  the  silence  of  the  attack;  one  move¬ 
ment,  one  purpose,  drawing  nearer  and  nearer, 
unmindful  of  the  puffs  of  white  smoke,  the 
occasional  gap  in  the  ranks,  which  was  instantly 
filled. 

“  Never  mind,  miss,  it  is  better  as  it  is,”  Lucy 
would  add,  when  Zephyr  was  stirred  by  these 
martial  stories  into  an  indignation  sufficient  to 
make  her  wish  to  lower  the  flag  of  her  fathers 
before  these  brave  people. 

“  Why  should  it  be  better?  ”  retorted  Zephyr. 
“  I  would  rather  that  you  had  remained  gloriously 
free.  Why  could  not  the  Boers  and  the  English 
leave  you  alone  ?  ” 

“  W e  should  never  have  put  up  with  the 
mission  people,”  answered  the  Zulu  girl.  “  We 
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lived  for  war  ;  the  young  men  were  taken  away 
from  their  homes  ;  it  was  sad  for  their  families  ; 
there  was  no  peace,  no  rest  in  the  land.” 

“  It  was  more  exciting  than  the  tame  life  we 
all  live  here,”  said  Zephyr.  “  You  were  a  picture 
with  feathers  and  beads,  a  bit  of  cloth,  and  brown 
skin,  though  I  suppose  that  it  must  have  been 
disagreeable  on  a  chill  wet  day.” 

“  Yes,  the  nice  English  cotton  dresses  are 
much  better,”  replied  Lucy.  “  And  your  pots 
and  pans,  your  clean  houses,  are  nicer  than  the 
bones  and  rubbish  about  our  cooking-ovens,  and 
the  rush  and  reed  huts.  The  good  Father  above 
has  been  kind  to  you  and  given  you  the  earth 
and  the  fulness  thereof,  as  we  sing  in  chapel ;  but 
the  poor  browns  and  blacks  have  to  make  the 
most  of  their  holes  and  corners.” 

“  I  don’t  know  that  you  have  much  to  grumble 
about ;  you  should  see  the  little  babies  in  our 
courts  and  alleys  before  you  talk  of  our  having 
the  best  of  it.” 

“  Well,  miss,  we  are  easily  satisfied,  and  even 
contented  animals  keep  sleek  and  well.  God  has 
not  quite  forgotten  us ;  He  remembered  His  brown 
children,  and  spoke  to  us  in  whispers  before  the 
white  missions  came.  There  is  the  rain-maker, 
you  see  ;  he  must  be  taught  of  God.  Those  who 
have  an  evil  eye  learn  from  the  devils.  They 
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can  blast  the  field  and  blight  the  lives  of  people 
they  wish  to  injure.  But  good  men  can  remove 
the  charm  and  undo  the  mischief.” 

“Where  do  you  get  these  horrible  tales?” 
asked  Zephyr,  with  open  eyes. 

“  They  are  not  tales,  miss ;  they  are  true, 
1  promise  you.  The  wizards  and  the  witches,  as 
you  call  them,  are  about  here  to-day.  When  they 
become  Christian,  of  course  they  will  only  act 
for  the  good  of  others,  but  they  keep  the  power 
all  the  same.  You  white  people  have  much  to 
be  proud  of;  but  you  can’t  manage  storms,  let 
loose  the  clouds,  or  clear  the  sky.  You  don’t 
know  how  diseases  may  be  brought  upon  man 
and  beast,  and  then  taken  off  them  without 
medicine  or  baths.” 

“  Of  course,  we  don’t  know  these  things,” 
broke  in  Zephyr,  indignantly,  “  because  they  are 
not  true.” 

“You  pray  to  God  for  rain  or  fine  weather  ; 
in  sickness  you  seek  Him,  but  He  does  not  seem 
to  interfere.  Without  any  prayer  you  might  find 
the  medicine.” 

“  These  things  are  altogether  in  the  hands  of 
God,”  replied  Zephyr,  like  a  well-taught  Sunday- 
school  child.  “  We  pray  to  Him,  and  then  leave 
all  to  His  wisdom.” 

“  Yet  in  the  Bible  it  tells  us  that  the  prophets 
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acted  as  our  wise  men  now  do/’  said  Lucy.  “  They 
brought  lightning  from  the  skies  and  destroyed 
the  wicked.  They  could  take  a  disease  from  one 
person  and  give  it  to  another. ” 

“  Where  do  you  find  that?”  asked  the 
astonished  English  child. 

“Don’t  we  read  about  Elijah  bringing  rain, 
and  Elisha  giving  the  leprosy  of  Naaman  to  the  bad 
Geliazi  ?  The  prophets  would  take  some  simple 
thing  and  break  it  up  or  burn  it,  as  a  sign  that 
a  punishment  would  fall  upon  others.  In  the  same 
way,  a  wise  man  with  us  will  make  a  figure  of 
a  person  and  injure  it.  As  the  injuries  continue, 
the  person  will  waste  away  and  gradually  die. 
I  have  seen  it  myself  again  and  again.” 

“You  will  have  to  sleep  in  my  room,  Lucy; 
I  shall  be  dreaming  of  evil  eyes  all  night,” 
exclaimed  Zephyr.  “  Yet  when  the  morning  comes 
back,  I  shall  not  believe  a  word  of  all  you  have 
been  saying.” 

“  Oh,  my  dear  miss,  no  one  shall  harm  you, 
and  nobody  could  wish  to  do  so;  you  are  gentle 
and  good.  It  is  different  with  wicked  people  in 
high  places,  who  cannot  be  reached  by  ordinary 
means.  To  pull  them  down  by  secret  charms 
must  be  right  and  just.” 

“  I  suppose  you  don’t  believe  in  our  religion, 
although  you  have  been  taught  it?”  asked  Zephyr. 
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“  Indeed,  yes,  miss;  I  need  it  much.  When 
I  am  in  danger  I  fly  for  help  to  the  dear  white 
Christ ;  but  I  use  the  means  He  has  given  me,  just 
as  you  English  have  umbrellas  and  waterproofs  in 
the  rainy  season.’’ 

“  What  means  do  you  use  ?  ”  asked  Zephyr, 
getting  mystified. 

“  Incantations  and  charms  of  different  kinds,” 
replied  Lucy.  “  See,  here  is  one  that  I  have 
hidden  in  my  bosom,”  and  she  pulled  out  an 
ugly  little  bone  amulet  which  had  been  secured 
by  a  string  round  her  neck. 

“  If  I  were  to  tell  tales,”  answered  Zephyr, 
with  a  roguish  look,  “  you  would  be  kept  out  of 
the  school  until  after  the  treat.  Give  it  to  me ; 
I  will  throw  it  away  myself.” 

“  No,  no!”  exclaimed  Lucy ;  “  it  might  be  your 
death — you,  the  gentlest,  dearest  white  young  lady 
I  have  ever  met.  It  was  made  for  the  injury  of 
someone  I  loved  long  ago  ;  I  stole  it,  and  saved 
my  friend.” 

“  Then  if  I  were  to  offend  you,  or  mother 
wished  to  send  you  away,  you  would  use  it  against 
us?  ”  asked  Zephyr,  with  a  smile  which  proved 
that  she  did  not  much  fear  the  risk. 

‘‘If  I  were  a  bad  girl,  yes;  but  bad  people 
can  do  lots  of  harm  if  they  like.  I  heard  one 
of  the  ladies  pray  for  the  natives,  and  she  asked 
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that  \vro  might  be  brought  low  and  kept  low, 

lest  we  should  be  injured  by  the  abundant 

blessings  of  life.  Was  that  fair — to  tell  Jesus 
things  against  us,  to  ask  Him  to  make  us  humble 

o  O 

by  keeping  back  His  blessing?  ” 

“  But,  Lucy,  you  don’t  really  believe  that  Jesus 
would  listen  to  such  a  prayer?  He  would  not 
allow  Himself  to  be  persuaded.” 

“  He  is  the  God  of  the  white  people,  your  God, 

and,  of  course,  He  will  listen  to  you  first.  If 

He  does  not  favour  you,  how  is  it  that  you 
are  so  far  in  front  of  us?  That  is  not  different 
really  to  my  working  a  charm  against  a  good 
person  for  spite.” 

“  We  ought  to  forgive  our  enemies,”  put  in 
the  orthodox  Zephyr. 

“  Like  the  English  and  the  Boers  do  after 
we  have  attacked  them  and  burnt  their  houses,” 
returned  Lucy,  quickly. 

“  What  is  all  this  talking  ?  Go  to  sleep, 
Zephyr,  it  is  too  late  for  conversation  ;  and  you, 
Lucy,  eat  your  supper  and  go  to  bed,”  said  Mrs. 
liuefold,  breaking  suddenly  upon  their  discussion. 

Mrs.  Buefold  had  been  also  surprised  at  the 
details  of  life  in  South  Africa.  She  had  pictured 
to  herself  a  pastoral  life,  the  rude  abundance  of 
a  land  flowing  with  milk  and  honey.  She  found 
that  the  plenty  had  its  price,  and  that,  away  from 
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the  settlement,  milk,  as  well  as  many  other  pro¬ 
visions,  could  only  be  found  in  tins.  Instead  of 
the  entire  freedom  which  she  had  anticipated,  there 
was  a  tenacity  of  life  in  the  station  scandal  which 
left  the  ordinary  small  talk  of  the  English  village 
far  behind.  Before  she  had  lived  there  a  week 
she  knew  the  pedigree  of  all  the  missionaries  and 
their  wives  ;  the  reason  why  this  man  had  resigned 
upon  suggestion,  and  the  private  affairs  which 
had  compelled  another  one  to  extend  his  leave 
indefinitely.  The  pastoral  journeys  of  the  head 
missionary  were  more  familiar  to  her  than  the 
itinerary  of  St.  Paul  himself.  The  arrival  of  the 
mail,  the  movements  of  the  chief  commissioner 
and  his  staff,  the  politics  of  the  Boer  Free 
States,  the  rumours  of  disaffection  in  a  distant 
tribe,  were  the  only  matters  which  relieved  the 
drudgery  of  teaching  the  rows  of  woolly-headed 
blackamoors.  To  the  next  generation  the  mis¬ 
sionaries  looked  for  a  return  for  their  sowing 
and  sacrifice. 

Mrs.  Ruefold  soon  began  to  feel  the  mono¬ 
tony  of  her  new  life.  The  woes  of  the 
middle-aged  seldom  excite  the  pity  of  the 
world,  or  are  celebrated  in  song  or  story.  The 
sufferers  have  lost  the  romance  of  youth, 
and  have  acquired  a  faculty  for  silence  and 
repression.  Yet  there  are  sufficient  tragedies 
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iii  middle  life  to  move  tlie  chronicler  of  the  human 
drama,  if  he  looked  for  them,  to  his  best  efforts. 
The  illusions  which  lose  their  rose-pink  under 
the  drab  certainty  of  age ;  the  crookedness  of 
circumstances  which  reduces  the  hero  or  heroine 
to  the  commonplace  of  twenty  years  later  ;  the 
terrible  insistence  of  the  law  of  average,  which 
jealously  regards  any  attempt  to  rise  far  above, 
or  to  sink  much  below,  a  doleful  mediocrity. 
When  she  was  a  young  lass  she  believed  in  the 
promise  of  her  husband’s  future.  He  would  do 
great  things,  and  she  wrould  share  the  success 
to  which  she  could  only  indirectly  contribute. 
But  when  she  saw  other  men,  less  well  found  at 
starting,  pass  him  on  the  voyage,  her  doubts 
obscured  the  earlier  admiration.  She  loved  him, 
perhaps,  the  better  for  his  nobler  aim,  but  she 
lost  respect  for  his  judgment.  She  had  a  practical 
faith  in  the  unseen,  but  believed  in  a  sober  adapta¬ 
tion  to  the  needs  of  the  moment,  and  trusted  that 
an  over-ruling  Providence  would  co-operate  with 
her,  from  day  to  day,  in  this  world,  and  help  her 
across  the  threshold  of  the  unknown.  She  hoped 
that  a  holiday  in  Africa  would  restore  the  balance 
of  judgment  in  her  husband’s  mind  and  keep  him 
in  the  right  way — that  path  which  is  trodden  by 
the  majority.  She  believed  that  the  accumulated 
experience  of  the  past  remained  with  the  race  as 
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a  whole,  and  was  not  the  exclusive  property  of 
individuals. 

“I  thought  you  shared  some  of  my  enthusiasm, 
although  you  did  not  altogether  accept  my  ideas,” 
said  Marcus,  when  he  observed  her  unwillingness 
to  start  upon  their  journey. 

“  I  don’t  mind  a  rough  sort  of  civilisation,  hut 
I  object  to  go  among  savages.  Think,  my  dear 
Marcus,  that  whilst  you  are  engaged  upon  your 
high  -souled  experiments,  we  women  have  to  bear 
the  troubles  which  do  not  occur  to  you.  I  am 
told  that  we  should  have  to  travel  in  litters,  with 
a  string  of  porters  to  carry  the  luggage ;  for  the 
flies  are  fatal  to  horses  and  mules.  There  will 
he  no  spot  for  rest  except  in  our  tents,  or  in  a 
vermin-infested  hut.” 

“  When  you  reach  the  station  on  the  lake 
you  will  be  amongst  Europeans  again.  I  will 
not  expose  you  to  the  risk  of  any  longer  journey. 
My  further  excursions  will  be  in  the  company  of 
men  seasoned  to  the  work.” 

“  And  the  dangers  of  the  road,”  continued 
Mrs.  Ruefold.  c‘  Marshland,  where  fever  always 
lurks,  cannibals  to  meet,  Arab  slave-masters  who 
hate  us,  and  wild  creatures  in  the  hush.  No  towns, 
no  shops,  not  even  a  chance  of  getting  your 
washing  done.  I  have  heard  of  these  miseries 
from  the  women  here.  They  think  that  we  are 
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mad  to  attempt  the  enterprise,  and  that  we  may 
lose  our  lives.” 

“  Then  I  will  go  alone,”  replied  Marcus. 
“  You  can  remain  here  until  I  have  had  enough 
of  it,  for  go  I  must.  If  I  do  not  return,  the  boys 
will  come  home  to  you,  Zephyr  will  be  safe,  and, 
thank  Heaven,  there  is  now  enough.” 

“You  can  surely  find  more  heathen  within  a 
hundred  miles  of  this  settlement  than  you  can 
convert  in  a  lifetime,”  she  replied. 

“  I  am  not  certain  to  find  the  people  I  want,” 
he  answered.  “  Their  contact  with  the  white 
population  is  not  a  preparation  for  the  work  of 
an  evangelist.  Give  me  one  year  face  to  face 
with  the  naked  mind  of  the  native,  and  I  shall 
determine  my  calling  for  good  and  all.” 

Mrs.  Ruefold  found  an  ally  in  a  visitor  who 
arrived  at  the  Mission  House  about  this  time. 
He  was  an  American  who  had  been  sent  by  the 
societies  of  the  United  States  to  report  upon 
the  better  distribution  of  missionary  enterprise 
throughout  the  world.  Of  course,  the  range  of 
the  inquiry  was  limited  to  the  English-speaking 
missions ;  but  the  Reverend  Potter  Pankasset  was 
on  fire  with  the  idea  of  brin^in^  about  a  fusion  of 
all,  rather  than  a  partition  of  the  field.  It  was 
quite  natural  that  Marcus  and  he  should  fore¬ 
gather.  There  was,  however,  a  great  difference 
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between  the  two  men.  Marcus  Ruefold  was  a 
visionary,  but  Potter  Pankasset  was  a  man  of  the 
ardent  practical  order.  To  him  the  waste  of 
means  to  an  end  was  an  affliction.  It  was  purely 
a  question  of  economics. 

“  My  dear  Mr.  Ruefold,”  Pankasset  would 
argue,  “  what  is  the  use  of  going  hack  to  first 
principles  at  this  time  of  day?  Neither  you  nor 
I  can  start  a  new  sect,  and  therefore,  if  we  are  to 
attempt  to  teach  Christianity  at  all,  it  is  necessary 
to  ran 2: e  oneself  under  one  or  other  of  the 
standards.  I  had  rather  be  a  Romanist  priest 
with  a  purpose  than  a  Puritan  apostle  bound  to 
make  experiments.” 

“  That  is  all  very  well,”  answered  Marcus. 
“If  your  present  method  of  teaching  had  succeeded 
it  would  be  unwise  to  disturb  it,  hut  does  it  satisfy 
you?  Have  you  a  sufficient  result  after  the 
century  of  noble  toil?” 

“The  root  of  the  difficulty  is  in  misguided 
efforts,”  answered  Pankasset  promptly.  “  We 
tread  upon  each  other’s  toes,  and  waste  time  in 
wrangling.  Rivalry  and  timidity  have  been  the 
bane  of  our  mission  movements.  We  find  our¬ 
selves  planted  in  an  unsuitable  situation  ;  we  dare 
not  abandon  it  because  another  Church  also  holds 
the  field.  If  all  the  contributions  of  the  Christen¬ 
dom  of  English  speech  could  be  given  to  one 
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central  executive,  the  best  result  would  follow. 
The  native  mind  would  no  longer  be  perplexed 
with  the  differences  of  jarring  creeds.” 

“All  very  well,”  answered  Marcus,  “hut  how 
are  you  to  obtain  this  united  action  ?  If  you 
succeeded  in  fusing  the  societies  at  home,  you 
would  still  find  a  difference  in  doctrine  and  ritual 
amongst  the  teachers.” 

“  Some  minor  differences,  I  grant,”  replied 
Pankasset,  “  but  a  substantial  agreement  on  the 
main  points.  Take  the  case  of  our  magnificent 
Republic  ;  you  have  the  consent  of  all  the  States 
to  the  federal  bond,  and  yet  there  is  margin  for 
individual  freedom  to  the  several  parts.” 

“Yet  you  will  have  to  meet  a  great  diversity 
of  religion  and  race.  Will  this  uniform  method 
convert  a  world  of  differing  creeds  ?  ” 

“Pray,  why  should  it  not?”  asked  Pankasset. 
“  Have  you  any  other  missionary  religion  so  well 
equipped  ?  ” 

“  I  am  tempted  to  think  that  it  is  not  through 
simple  misadventure  that  the  world  has  not  yet 
been  won  for  Christ,”  began  Marcus.  “  After 
many  centuries  of  intercourse  with  Asia — to  leave 
Africa  out  of  the  question — how  slight  has  been 
the  impression  which  Christian  Europe  has  made 
upon  her.  Perhaps  a  nation  has  to  complete 
the  cycle  of  its  ancient  faith  before  it  is  ready 
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for  tlie  faith  of  Palestine.  Religions  which  are 
alive  may  have  a  work  of  preparation  to  perform 
which  is  distinctly  beneficial.  Deeper  still,  are 
there  men  who  have  not  yet  reached  that  spiritual 
nature  which  makes  a  true  religion  possible  ?” 

“  Pardon  me,  but  you  look  at  all  Christian 
work  through  glasses  tinted  by  your  own  com¬ 
parative  failure.  London  is  overcrowded  and 
trodden  out  of  spirit.  Look  at  America  ;  she  is 
assimilating  fresh  material  every  day.  Out  of  the 
cargoes  of  British,  Irish,  Teuton,  and  Norsemen 
she  is  continually  building  up  the  national  life. 
An  outbreak  of  racial  peculiarity  affects  her  no 
more  than  a  tornado  which  may  distress  the  corner 
of  a  state.  So  with  missions  :  they  will  draw  into 
their  fold  all  the  various  elements  which  perplex 
you,  and  the  Church  will  be  the  richer  for  the 
variety.” 

Marcus  listened  to  this  argument  with  resigna¬ 
tion  ;  he  could  have  put  the  case  as  strongly  against 
himself.  “  Yet  we  hardly  keep  the  enemy  at 
bay,”  he  said.  “  It  is  accounted  a  great  matter 
if  our  converts  keep  pace  with  the  growth  of 
the  population.  In  some  parts  of  the  world  our 
influence  is  only  nominal  after  years  of  labour.” 

“  Tell  me,  Mr.  Buefold,  what  you  propose 
to  do,”  said  the  American,  turning  sharply 
upon  him. 
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“  I  cannot  speak  positively  until  I  come  into 
touch  with  paganism  in  its  original  form.  I 
wish  to  study  the  religious  ideas  of  a  people 
before  I  begin  my  apostleship.  I  must  reverence 
the  spiritual  sense  wherever  I  find  it ;  it  is  the 
medium  through  which  the  Eternal  works.  I 
will  preserve  carefully  those  fragments  of  truth 
which  are  embedded  in  every  religion  which  holds 

the  faith  of  man,  and  I  utterly  refuse  to  cast 

«/ 

down  the  idol  before  I  have  transferred  the 
reverence  of  the  worshipper  to  something  higher. 
The  sensuous  temperament  of  the  African  must 
also  be  taken  into  consideration,  and  an  outlet 
provided  for  it.  I  may  not  succeed  as  an  individual 
worker — probably  I  shall  not ;  but  others  will 
follow  me  with  more  skill  to  shape  my  rough  idea.” 

There  was  only  one  person  who  gave  Marcus 
encouragement.  To  Christina  the  present  resting- 
place  had  not  the  charm  she  had  expected.  It 
was  an  extension  of  England  into  Africa,  and. 
there  was  no  escape  from  the  small  parish  into 
a  neighbouring  township.  The  very  ostriches  on 

o  o  I  J 

a  farm  a  few  miles  off  seemed  infected  by  the 
atmosphere  of  the  station,  walked  with  a  becoming 
propriety,  and  eyed  the  laxer  bipeds  with  a  cold 
glance  of  censure.  She  turned  with  an  aching 
desire  to  the  children  of  the  land.  Her  failure 
with  Forest  Bokrie  had  not  diminished  her 
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sympathy,  but  only  changed  its  direction.  Marcus 
Ruefold  was  the  one  person  who  could  sympathise, 
as  an  idealist,  with  the  visions  of  others.  She 
knew  that  her  own  persuasion  had  helped  to  bring* 
the  family  to  Africa,  and  resolved  that,  so  far 
as  she  could  influence  events,  the  expedition  should 
not  he  sterile. 

It  is  difficult  to  live  in  a  religious  atmosphere 
without  either  responding  to  its  influence  or 
growing  insensibly  harder.  The  member  of  a 
religious  society  who  is  familiar  with  the  ritual 
or  the  catch-words  of  his  faith  will  offer  a  stouter 
opposition  to  the  appeal  of  the  evangelist  than 
the  publican  and  the  sinner.  The  spiritual  life 
which  is  denied  an  entrance  positively  crusts  the 
understanding.  Not  so  with  Christina.  She  had 
yielded,  and,  hardly  conscious  of  the  change 
stealing  over  her,  was  beginning  to  make  a  daily 
reference  of  the  mystery  and  the  difficulty  of  life 
to  that  speechless  but  overshadowing  Love  which 
disentangles  its  intricacies  for  us.  She  knew  not 
how,  but  into  the  few  words  of  morning  and 
evening  prayer  there  had  crept  a  new  meaning. 
It  was  no  longer  a  stringing  of  phrases  like  the 
telling  of  beads,  but  after  each  petition  she  dared 
to  look  up. 


M 


XII. 


That  breath  of  life,  we  share  with  breathing  things, 
Glows  in  our  veins,  destroys  and  yet  renews  ; 

A  bush  that  burns  with  lire,  but  yet  remains, 

A  wondrous  sight ;  yet  one  quick  moment  brings 
The  sudden  darkness  ;  only  ashes  left. 

Then  of  our  share  in  common  life  bereft, 

We  claim  our  heirship  in  the  life  of  Him 
Who  came  to  earth  a  Light,  a  Living  Flame  ; 

As  still  He  lives,  our  life  must  be  the  same  ; 

Not  a  pale  shadow  flitting  wan  and  dim, 

But  something  nobler,  ampler,  more  serene, 

Than  these  fast  panting  years  have  ever  been. 


They  went  northward  by  sea,  touching  at  ports 
under  the  flag  of  Portugal,  and  completing  their 
arrangements  for  the  inland  journey  at  the  capital 
of  a  petty  sultan.  They  were  put  on  shore  at  a 
ragged  little  town  upon  an  open  beach.  From 
this  spot  the  march  began,  and  between  them 
and  the  object  of  their  journey  stretched  many 
weeks  of  tedious  travelling.  There  was  not  much 
actual  danger,  hut  the  annoyances  were  serious. 
Desertions  occurred,  and  it  was  difficult  to  supply 
the  places  of  the  trained  porters.  The  haggling 
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for  food  and  necessaries  with  the  chief  of  a  village, 

O  7 

experienced  in  exchange,  was  often  a  protracted 
and  noisy  negotiation.  The  country  was  more 
disturbed  than  they  had  anticipated;  for  the 
numerous  European  expeditions  which  have  riddled 
Eastern  Africa  had  left  their  effects  and  bewildered 
the  native  mind.  The  chiefs  shifted  their  allegiance 
from  the  European  captain  to  the  Arab  slaver,  or 
back  again,  without  apparent  reason.  The  power 
of  a  single  native  tribe  to  expand  into  a  nation 
by  conquest,  and  so  maintain  a  rude  peace,  was 
gone.  In  the  old  days  a  great  danger  could  be 
avoided,  because  its  orbit  was  fixed.  If  a  tribe 
was  on  the  war  path,  you  calculated  its  track, 
and  escaped  the  devastation  by  a  wide  circuit ; 
but  now  a  danger  might  start  up  at  your  feet 
when  least  expected.  The  absence  of  a  fixed 
currency  made  the  catering  tedious;  for  the  amount 
of  cloth,  or  wire,  to  be  given  for  food  and  way- 
leaves  depended  upon  the  caprice  of  each  village 
head-man.  The  constant  passage  of  Europeans 
had  raised  the  price  of  everything  and  invited 
extortion.  Although  the  sojourn  on  the  highlands 
of  the  South  had  started  the  party  in  good  health, 
they  could  not  expect  to  escape  from  the  attacks 
of  African  fever.  Zephyr  was  ailing  and  delicate ; 
yet  they  found  it  difficult  to  fix  a  cause  for  their 
anxiety.  The  child  entered  heartily  into  the 
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romance  of  tlie  road,  and  showed  neither  flagging 
interest  nor  fear.  She  would  stand  by,  open-eyed, 
whilst  the  little  Zanzibari  who  was  guide, 
lieutenant,  and  steward  argued  with  a  hulking 
savage,  of  blood-thirsty  mien  and  twice  his  size, 
over  the  price  of  a  pair  of  fowls.  She  tried  to 
allure  the  black  baby  children  with  pieces  of  sugar, 
and,  when  they  ran  from  her  in  alarm,  chased 

1/ 

them  into  their  huts  without  the  slightest 
misgiving.  On  several  occasions  the  presence  of 
cannibals  roused  in  her  an  intense  curiosity.  She 
delighted  in  the  gentleness  of  their  manners,  and 
in  the  consideration  they  showed  for  the  wants 
of  others.  She  felt  that  the  British  Blunderbores 
had  been  maligned  ;  that  they  were  probably  quiet 
old  gentlemen  with  white  hair  and  spectacles,  who 
only  ate  baby  on  the  sly  at  the  club.  She  accepted 
the  emigration  to  Africa  without  question  or  doubt. 
But  to  a  child  like  herself  the  world  is  a  diorama, 
and,  having  been  admitted  to  the  show,  you  take 
your  seat,  front  or  back  (that  is  settled  at  the 
pay-office),  and  enjoy  the  passing  pageant.  Yet 
on  Zephyr’s  horizon  there  were  rising  new  points 
of  interest.  She  felt  towards  her  companion  Lucy 
a  certain  respect  for  her  piebald  experience  of 
life;  yet  she  felt  a  responsibility  for  the  Zulu  girl. 
She  knew  that  her  father  was  deeply  engaged  upon 
the  problem  of  mission  work,  and  her  own  idea 
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was  to  conduct  an  African  mission  in  miniature. 
Language,  custom,  and  her  ignorance  barred 
the  way  to  an  active  prosecution  of  the  work 
amongst  the  girls  and  children  around  her  ;  but 
the  quick  wits  of  Lucy  could  overcome  these 
obstacles  and  open  the  way.  She  believed  that 
there  was  nothing  to  hinder  the  spread  of  the 
Gospel  message,  and  that  its  simple  utterance 
would  be  as  light  shining  in  a  dark  place.  Lucy, 
indeed,  was  a  puzzle  to  her;  for  although  the  girl 
had  sat  on  the  benches  of  the  school,  she  continued 
a  Zulu,  with  the  superstition  of  her  nation  still 
clinging  to  her.  Lucy  was  a  difficult  convert  to 
handle  ;  for  she  always  admitted  the  force  of  the 
admonition  which  her  young  mistress  delivered, 
but,  with  a  liberality  that  Zephyr  did  not  appre¬ 
ciate,  she  urged  that  there  was  allowance  to  be 
made  for  the  other  side.  “  You  see,  Miss  Zephyr,' 
she  would  say,  after  she  had  listened  respectfully 
to  a  pathetic  appeal,  “  my  father  and  mother  were 
very  decent  people ;  they  did  not  steal  nor  drink. 
It  is  true  that  they  had  not  your  beautiful  religion  ; 
but  that  was  not  their  fault.” 

“  Don’t  you  see,  Lucy,”  Zephyr  would  reply, 
“  that  your  gods,  if  they  are  real,  are  only  of 
use  to  you  in  this  world,  but  they  won’t  go  with 
you  into  the  dark  ?  ” 

‘‘Yes,  miss,  I  quite  understand  that,  and  so 
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I  want  to  make  friends  with  Jesus  Christ  and  learn 
the  Gospels ;  but  our  simple  gods  of  the  bush  may 
understand  black  people’s  wants  better  than  your 
grand  Heavenly  Father.” 

“  You  don’t  really  understand  Jesus  if  you 
talk  like  that,”  pursued  Zephyr,  warmly. 

“  He  was  never  a  black  man,  miss,  and  I  am 
afraid  that  He  cannot  know  all  we  think  and 
feel.  I  am  thankful  to  make  a  friend  of  Him  ;  we 
poor  Africans  have  not  too  many  friends.  I  hope 
He  will  keep  a  coiner  of  heaven  all  to  us  by 
ourselves  ;  we  would  rather  not  join  in  the  same 
hymns  with  the  white  people.” 

At  last  Zephyr’s  spirits  began  to  droop  in 
sympathy  with  the  failing  of  strength  in  her  frail 
little  body.  The  weakness  which  was  growing 
upon  her  compelled  the  party  to  halt  in  as  dry 
and  healthy  a  spot  as  could  be  found.  Marcus 
consulted  his  medical  books  and  taxed  the  powers 
of  his  slender  case  of  medicine  ;  but  he  did  little 
i^ood  with  his  treatment.  There  was  not  much 
fever,  but  the  girl  was  wasting,  and  her  strength, 
with  now  and  again  a  reflux,  was  surely  ebbing. 
Lucy  was  accustomed  to  attacks  of  illness  in 
European  women  and  children  whieli  ran  a  severe 
course,  and  subsided  when  the  crisis  was  past. 
When  day  followed  day  without  an  increase  of  the 
fever,  yet  with  that  buttering  of  the  strength  which 
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was  a  significant  symptom,  she  took  fright  and 
communicated  her  alarm  to  the  others.  She 
exerted  herself  to  obtain,  in  the  villages  around 
them,  certain  herbs  which  were  accounted  of  value 
by  the  natives ;  but  it  was  only  after  the  orthodox 
remedies  had  failed  that  Zephyr’s  parents  reluc¬ 
tantly  permitted  these  strange  broths  to  be  tasted. 
The  Zulu  girl  gave  herself  up  entirely  to  the 
patient,  and  slept  at  the  foot  of  the  bed  at  night. 
The  report  of  the  illness  soon  spread,  and  messages 
of  sympathy  came  from  the  friendly  head-men  of 
the  district.  Some  of  the  actively  benevolent  sent 
their  own  witch  doctors  to  exorcise  the  evil  spirit 
which  had  fastened  on  the  white  maiden.  They 
thought  that,  as  the  wonderful  drugs  had  failed, 
it  must  be  a  case  of  bewitchment.  The  girls  and 
children  would  creep  up  to  the  encampment  to 
get  a  glimpse  under  the  tent,  and  when  Lucy 
dropped  into  a  doze  on  a  warm  afternoon,  she 
would  wake  to  a  row  of  black  eyes  peeping  beneath 
the  canvas,  and  would  rise  in  wrath  to  drive 
off  the  intruders.  Sometimes  Zephyr  spoke 
cheerfully,  as  if  her  recovery  were  a  certainty. 
This  tone  of  hope  brought  a  sensation  of  chok¬ 
ing  into  Christina’s  throat,  and  it  was  less 
affecting  to  hear  Zephyr  speak  of  a  possible  future 
without  her. 

“  If  I  go  away,  Chris’,”  she  would  say — “  if  I 
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go  away  from  you  all,  you  must  promise  to  do 
your  best  for  my  little  mission. ” 

“What  is  that,  Zephyr?” 

“  Why,  the  girls  like  myself,  and  the  small 
children.  They  need  a  girl  to  talk  to  them  in 
their  own  tongue ;  girls  can  only  talk  to  girls. 
If  I  am  not  here,  will  you  speak  for  me?  Just 
tell  them  how  I  passed  awa}^,  dreaming  of  them, 
thinking  and  praying  for  them,  will  you  ?  It 
may  do  them  good.” 

Lucy  treated  the  black  population  in  an 
unceremonious  way,  and  hustled  them  about  in 
her  anxiety  to  secure  every  advantage  for  her 
charge.  Apparently  the  bodies  and  souls  of  a 
score  of  them  were  not  equal  to  the  one  life  she 
valued  so  highly.  Marcus  knew  that  his  deter¬ 
mination  to  get  at  the  heart  of  heathendom  had 
brought  his  child  into  danger,  and  all  the  natural 
sense  of  fatherhood  pleaded  against  the  sacrifice. 
For  a  few  days  he  passed  through  that  experience 
which  comes  to  those  who  work  for  the  world — a 
longing  for  a  restful  obscurity — the  homespun  of 
the  cottage  rather  than  the  purple  of  the  ruler. 
He  could  not  trust  himself  to  sit  for  long  with 
his  child,  lest  his  own  sorrow  should  betray  itself. 
He  would  cheer  her  with  a  few  words,  repeat  a 
phrase  or  two  of  Scripture,  and  utter  a  sentence 
of  prayer. 
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One  night  the  weight  of  the  approaching 
shadow  oppressed  him  intolerably,  and  he  spent 
several  hours  in  an  aimless  walk  in  the  open-air. 
The  heavens  were  clear  and  full  of  stars.  He 
looked  up  to  them  with  that  appeal  of  helpless¬ 
ness  which  man  has  given  for  ages  to  those 
sparkling  points.  No,  they  were  unconscious  of 
suffering  mankind,  and  only  formed  a  part  of  that 
universal  material  which  knows  nothing  of  the 
moral  life  and  its  burdens.  He  closed  his  eyes  ; 
the  very  beauty  of  the  universe  mocked  him  by 
its  callousness.  Where  was  that  Eternal  Father¬ 
hood  from  which  his  own  fatherly  feelings  had 
sprung  P  In  groping  after  the  unseen,  it  appeared 
to  him  as  if  the  Deity  had  retired  to  a  distance 
and  left  the  empty  hands  clutching  at  space.  He 
walked  backwards  and  forwards  without  a  clear 
knowledge  of  where  he  was  going.  In  his  hand 
he  carried  a  sunshade  for  a  stick,  which  occasionally 
he  put  up  mechanically.  Perhaps  unconsciously, 
he  found  a  refuge  under  it  from  the  shining  dome 
of  heaven.  The  same  impulse  may  have  moved 
him  at  last  to  leave  the  open  and  approach  the 
deep  shadow  of  some  trees.  The  wind  was  rising, 
and  the  sweep  of  it  across  the  exposed  ground 
disturbed  him.  He  started  when  a  hand  was  laid 
upon  his  arm,  and  looked  round  impatiently. 
There  was  the  little  Zanzibari,  respectful  and  silent. 
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“  What  is  the  matter?”  cried  Marcus, 
hastily.  “  Why  do  you  steal  upon  me  like  a 
ghost?  Is  Miss  Zephyr  worse?  Speak!” 

“  Ho,  master,”  he  replied,  “  although  the  little 
lady  will  not  be  with  us  much  longer.  I  have 
been  looking  for  you;  I  know  you  are  in  great 
trouble,  and  feared  that  you  might  wander  too 
near  to  the  wood.” 

“  Why  should  I  not  ?  Pray  what  can  hurt  me  ? 
We  are  well  known,  the  people  are  kind  enough.” 

“  You  keep  out  in  the  open,  master,  safe 
enough  there,”  continued  the  man.  “  There  are 
two  bad  fellows  hiding  in  the  wood ;  they  want 
your  umbrella.” 

“  Want  my  umbrella  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  a  very  good  umbrella,  green  and  white. 
Don’t  go  too  near;  you  would  struggle  for  it; 
they  might  kill  you.  Stay  in  the  open,  master. 
I  can  watch  under  the  starlight ;  you  are  quite 
safe  here.” 

Marcus  was  touched  by  the  devotion  of  this 
man,  who  had  only  a  common  contract  with  him 
for  service.  If  this  African  Mohammedan  watched 
his  movements,  and  cared  for  his  life,  must  there 
not  be  sleepless  Eyes  upon  him  ?  It  could  never 
be  that  the  Power  which  had  led  him  so  far 
would  desert  him  at  this  troubled  moment.  He 
turned  back  to  the  encampment  and  entered  the 
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tent  again.  Zephyr  was  sleeping  and  waking 
fitfully,  at  best  half  conscious,  moaning  and  rest¬ 
less.  There  was  a  lamp  hung  from  the  pole  at 
the  top,  and  it  cast  shadows  about  the  canvas,  as 
if  the  spirits  had  come  from  the  forest  to  dance 
around  the  bed.  The  wind  cried  and  howled  like 
a  hungry  beast,  and  Marcus  could  not  help 
thinking  of  the  sharks  which  follow  ships  for  days, 
as  if  they  scented  death,  and  of  the  carrion  creatures 
which  rifle  shallow  graves. 

The  thin  breath  came  short  and  jerkily.  She 
would  whisper  an  inarticulate  remark,  which  the 
guess  of  love  could  only  interpret.  The  hours 
drawled  on,  and  just  before  daybreak  a  gray  cloud 
swept  over  the  pinched  little  face.  The  wind  rose 
and  fell,  until,  in  one  of  its  rough  gusts,  the 
summer  breath  so  soft  and  sweet  was  swept  away. 
Zephyr  was  gone. 

On  the  advice  of  his  lieutenant,  Marcus 
negotiated  with  the  local  chiefs  for  a  piece  of 
ground  in  which  to  lay  the  body  of  his  child. 
Refusing  the  offer  which  was  courteously  pressed 
upon  him  to  accept  it  as  a  gift,  he  insisted  upon 
paying  the  price  for  his  African  Machpelah.  A 
short  burial  service,  an  English  hymn,  and  they 
left  the  place  for  ever.  In  spite  of  the  remonstrance 
of  Mrs.  Rueful  d,  Lucifer  had  brought  the  hired 
mourners-  of  the  village  to  dance  round  the  tent 
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with  a  clicking1  and  clanking  from  bracelets  and 
anklets,  and  although  this  droned  dirge  was 
distasteful  to  the  parents,  Christina  regarded  the 
effort  with  secret  sympathy.  The  mind  of  the 
girl  had  stirred  and  grown  much  during  this  time. 
Her  father’s  death  had  been  accepted  by  her  as  a 
sad  hut  inevitable  incident.  The  passing  of 
Zephyr  was  more  to  her — a  gap  in  the  natural 
course  of  life — a  marginal  note  on  the  page  which 
weakened  the  interest  of  the  hook  by  casting  a 
doubt  upon  the  continuance  of  the  story.  For  the 
first  time  there  entered  into  her  mind  the  conscious¬ 
ness  of  a  world  beyond.  The  child,  who  was  to 
her  a  few  days  ago  a  breathing  reality,  had  been 
removed  somewhere,  and  was  leading  an  ordinary  life 
under  new  conditions.  Upon  Christina  descended 
the  mysterious  powers  of  the  world  to  come. 

It  was  a  tedious  and  melancholy  journey  back 
to  the  coast,  but  Marcus  had  surrendered  the  idea 
of  proceeding  inland  for  the  present.  They 
returned  by  a  coasting  steamer,  and  on  to  the  old 
mission  settlement  in  South  Africa.  Potter 
Pankasset  was  still  there  ;  a  few  excursions  and 
some  copious  entries  in  his  diary  had  filled  that 
interval  which  to  the  travellers  had  been  so  full 
of  pathos. 

“What  are  you  thinking  of  doing?”  he 
ventured  to  ask  Marcus. 
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“  Rest  and  recruit  for  the  present,”  was  the 
reply. 

“  And  after  ?  ” 

“  I  must  not  let  a  physical  accident  divert 
me  from  my  work,”  answered  Marcus.  “  My 
child  might  have  died  in  London  ;  there  was 
always  fever  more  or  less  with  us  in  the 
autumn.” 

“  Since  I  have  been  here,  I  have  heard  about 
your  brother  and  his  position  in  the  tropical 
district.  Apply  for  a  place  on  the  staff  at  his  old 
station,”  said  Pankasset. 


“  They  would 

never 

take  me,” 

threw  in 

Marcus. 

“  Not  as  the 

chief, 

of  course, 

but  as  a 

supernumerary.  They  don’t  object  to  theorists 
nowadays,  if  brains  are  a  part  of  the  bargain. 
You  would  never  ask  them  for  a  pension,  and  are 
just  the  man  for  them.” 

“  I  could  not  work  under  a  society.  I  am  too 
old  for  rules,”  said  Marcus. 

“  My  dear  man,  you  must  work  with  somebody; 
you  can’t  charter  steamers,  make  treaties  with  the 
natives,  and  open  up  the  country  all  by  yourself. 
Look  you,  the  place  is  ready  of  access  by  water ; 
you  can  get  there  at  one-tenth  of  the  effort  you 
will  expend  in  reaching  the  Big  Lakes.  Ah  !  you 
will  level  down  to  our  average  ideas  in  a  very  little 
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time.  Others  have  tried  those  short  cuts  across 
country,  but  they  have  all  come  back  to  the 
high-road.” 

“  Christina  would  not  like  Union  Vineyard,” 
muttered  Marcus  to  himself. 

“  That  young  lady,  your  brother’s  daughter. 
Yes,  I  understand,  she  is  too  good-looking  to  spend 
her  days  in  Africa,”  said  the  gallant  American. 

Already  Christina  found  that  England  was 
calling  her  back.  There  was  a  letter  from  Professor 
Facer,  giving*  a  long-  account  of  Forest  Bokrie. 

7  o  o  o 

She  then  learned  for  the  first  time  that  Bacer 
had  taken  great  trouble  to  keep  Bokrie  in  view. 
He  concluded  that  Bokrie  had  done  something* 
outrageous,  and  had  put  himself  beyond  the  pale 
of  pardon.  He  had  found  him,  on  one  occasion, 
looking  with  a  dejected  air  at  the  water  in  Victoria 
Park,  as  if  he  longed  to  bring  his  life  to  an  end, 
but  doubted  whether  the  water  was  deep  enough 
to  cover  decently  his  lanky  frame.  But  no  thought 
of  suicide  had  flashed  across  the  clouded  mind 
of  Bokrie.  Indeed,  it  is  a  question  whether  self- 
destruction  is  possible  to  the  purely  animal  nature. 
In  a  frenzy,  beasts  have  made  away  with  themselves, 
but,  probably,  as  an  incident  in  their  madness,  and 
not  with  intent.  The  recoil  from  the  present 
carried  Bokrie  back  to  the  past.  He  recalled 
Christina  as  the  thirsty  man  thinks  of  the  fountain 
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and  palms  lie  has  left  a  day’s  march  behind  him. 
He  was  earning  a  livelihood  at  the  music  halls 
scattered  across  the  east  and  south  of  London  by 
mimic  combats  with  animals  and  feats  of  strength. 
The  customs  of  civilised  life  had  been  burnt  into 
him  by  his  earlier  experiences,  and  he  yielded 
obedience  to  them  as  the  dog  and  the  horse  learn 
the  laws  of  mankind,  and  conform  to  them  by 
habit,  even  out  of  sight  of  the  law-givers.  A 
wholesome  remembrance  of  his  former  adventures 
preserved  his  respect  for  the  police  and  made  him 
shy  of  the  bottle.  There  may  have  also  remained 
with  him  a  sense  of  Christina’s  presence — the 
approval  and  disapproval  which  she  expressed 
making  the  rudiments  of  a  conscience.  “  Miss 
Buefold  would  wish  you  to  do  this  or  would  blame 
you  for  that  ”  was  at  first  a  potent  spell.  But 
the  fits  of  sullenness,  with  occasional  outbreaks  of 
senseless  rage,  proved  a  serious  difficulty.  Racer 
paid  a  man  to  look  after  him  when  his  duties  at 
Cambridge  took  the  Professor  away.  He  tried 
hard  to  get  his  pupil  to  undertake  a  definite  line 
of  study.  It  was  useless.  Bokrie  would  begin 
well,  show  intellectual  acuteness,  and  then  wander 
off  on  some  bye-path,  which  he  had  touched 
accidentally,  to  find  himself  far  away  from  the 
original  subject.  In  the  course  of  a  few  months 
there  was  a  decline  in  the  man’s  health,  and  Racer 
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saw  that  the  life  of  a  great  town  was  telling  upon 
him.  Then  Racer  proposed  to  get  him  a  passage 
back  to  Africa.  “  What  am  I  to  do  when  I  get 
there  ?  ”  asked  Bokrie,  piteously.  “  Your  London 
ways  have  spoiled  me  for  a  bush  life.  I  cannot 
live  in  the  old  freedom  now  that  I  have  tasted  the 
fruit  of  civilisation.  You  can’t  turn  out  animals 
you  have  broken  to  your  service  to  the  plains 
again,  to  range  for  themselves  with  the  wild  cattle. 
Let  me  wait  in  England ;  here  I  may  see  her 
once  more  before  I  die  ;  she  may  come  back.” 

Bokrie  had  been  too  cunning  to  tell  the 
Professor  the  reason  for  his  dismissal,  and  so  Racer 
had  written  innocently  to  Christina :  “  I  think  a 
word  from  you  might  allay  the  poor  fellow’s 
distress.  He  would  come  out  quickly  enough  if 
you  were  to  give  the  signal.  Perhaps  your  uncle 
could  get  someone  to  look  after  him  until  he  got 
work,  or  could  be  sent  into  the  interior.  He  will 
do  no  good  here,  and,  if  he  stays  longer,  will  drift 
either  into  hospital  or  gaol.”  “  Tell  him  to  come 
here  ;  no,  that  was  out  of  the  question,”  thought 
Christina.  Yet  her  heart  was  empty,  her  hands 
were  free,  and  the  old  duty  was  waiting  for  her. 
The  suggestion  of  Marcus  to  go  to  Union  Vineyard 
fell  in  with  her  own  wishes.  If  she  returned  to 
England  for  a  little  while,  she  might  persuade 
Bokrie  to  go  back  on  his  own  account,  and  her 
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uncle  would  find  him  employment.  Afterwards  she 
would  join  her  friends,  and  take  up  her  teaching 
at  the  mission  school.  This  was  the  limit 
of  her  horizon.  It  was  finally  determined  that 
Christina  should  return  to  England  for  a  few 
months,  and  then  join  her  relations  at  Union 
Vineyard.  The  sisters  of  Professor  Pacer  had 
offered  to  receive  her.  But  she  was  not  to  go 
alone.  Lucy  had  been  listening  to  the  discussion, 
and  at  length  burst  in  with  the  appeal  :  “  Take 
me  with  you,  Miss  Christina,  do.  I  can’t  be  left 
behind  now  little  Miss  Zephyr  has  gone.  I 
feel  so  lonely,  and  you  have  taught  me  to  love 
you.” 

“  That  is  out  of  the  question,”  began  Mrs. 
Puefold,  severely.  “  If  Miss  Christina  needs  a 
maid,  she  will  find  plenty  in  London.” 

“  But  no  one  to  love  her  as  I  do,”  put  in 
the  girl. 

“  You  will  be  only  in  the  way,”  continued 
Mrs.  Puefold.  “  You  know  nothing  of  English 
manners,  and  your  foreign  appearance  will  attract 
attention  wherever  you  go.  IVo,  it  is  not  to  be 
thought  of.”  Lucifer  was  struck  dumb  by  this 
merciless  argument,  and  looked  miserable. 

“  I  am  afraid  you  would  not  be  happy  if  I  did 
take  you,”  said  Christina,  seeking  to  soften  the 
disappointment.  “  England  is  so  different  to 
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Africa;  you  belong  to  this  country,  and  would 
feel  like  a  castaway  in  the  damp  gray  air.” 

“  Oh,  Miss  Ituefold,  I  feel  like  the  girl  we 
read  about  in  school — the  one  who  would  not  leave 
her  mother-in-law.  ‘  Where  thou  goest  I  will  go  ; 
thy  people  shall  be  my  people,  and  thy  God  my 
God.’  Tf  I  keep  close  to  you,  miss,  I  am  sure  to 
be  safe.''  There  was  real  feeling  in  this  petition, 
and  the  matter  was  arranged,  at  length,  as  Lucy 
prayed. 


XIII. 


I  cannot  worship  under  the  naked  dome  of  the  desolate 
blue.  The  smoke  of  my  sacrifice  blows  back  to  earth  when  it 
reaches  the  crest  of  the  hill,  or  the  flickering  tree-top.  Ask 
your  Deity  to  stoop  to  the  humble  measure  of  my  thought, 
and  under  any  form — tree,  beast,  or  man — I  will  do  Him 
homage. 

The  two  sisters  of  Professor  Pacer  received 
Christina  and  her  Zulu  maid  into  their  house. 
They  were  both  good  women,  older  than  their 
brother,  but  without  any  of  his  special  ability. 
To  Martha  and  Phyllis  life  was  a  quiet  round  of 
domestic  duties,  agreeably  varied  by  attendance  at 
church  services.  An  unexpected  pattern  of  needle¬ 
work  gave  zest  to  the  regular  occupations  of  a 
whole  week.  Yet  as  the  close  observer  may  detect 
a  shape  and  marking  peculiar  to  each  leaf  of  the 
same  bough,  so  there  was  a  difference  between  the 
sisters  which  was  apparent  to  the  guests.  Both 
were  neat  little  bodies,  who  had  retained  the 
elastic  movement  of  youth  far  into  middle  age. 
In  dealing  with  strangers  they  always  appeared 
united  in  opinion,  and  quoted  each  other  with 
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discreet  approval,  but  this  was  due  to  the  wish 
to  maintain  a  “  continuity  of  policy  in  foreign 
affairs.”  Martha  was  the  elder,  and  she  was 
strongly  conservative  ;  whereas  Phyllis  represented 
the  “forward”  movement.  Sbe  always  found  the 
most  original  patterns  in  wool-work,  and  when  the 
necessity  arose  for  changing  the  servant  or  repri¬ 
manding  a  tradesman,  the  unpleasant  duty  fell 
to  her  lot.  Their  brother  was  at  Cambridge 
and  could  not  leave  his  work  immediately,  so  he 
wrote  a  word  of  welcome  to  Christina  and  sent 
her  Bokrie’s  present  address.  He  added  that 
Bokrie  had  been  more  tractable  during  the  last 
two  months,  and  that  the  man’s  capacity  for 
acquiring  knowledge  was  greater  than  lie  had 
supposed.  For  the  moment  Bokrie  had  to  follow 
his  music-hall  engagements,  and  it  was  from 
these  that  Pacer  felt  there  was  a  danger  of  relapse. 
But  the  money  was  of  consequence,  and  he  did 
not  see  how  the  man  was  to  be  kept  at  study 
without  some  employment  to  furnish  it.  It  was 
clear  from  this  letter  that  Pacer  had  some  course  in 
view, but  Christina  left  him  to  be  his  own  interpreter. 

Bokrie  knew  that  she  was  coming  back  from 
Africa,  and  this  anticipation  had  soothed  him, 
and  quickened  his  industry.  He  seemed  greatly 
relieved  to  find  that  she  received  him  with  her 
old  kindness,  and  without  a  reference,  even  in  her 
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manner,  to  the  last  unfortunate  interview.  When 
he  had  recovered  from  his  apprehension  his  animal 
spirits  rose,  and  he  showed  the  joy  he  felt  at 
seeing  her  again. 

o  o 

“Yes,  Miss  Ruefold,  the  professor  has  been 
good  to  me,  but  it  was  of  no  use  until  I  heard 
that  you  were  really  coming.  Then  I  could  work 
at  his  books,  not  for  my  own  sake,  or  to  please 
him,  but  all  for  you.” 

‘‘What  are  you  doing?” 

“  A  great  many  things — Latin,  Greek,  mathe¬ 
matics — I  have  a  capital  memory,  and  the 
missionaries  started  me  well.” 

“  And  what  is  to  be  the  end  ?  ” 

“  The  professor  wants  me  to  go  up  to  Cam¬ 
bridge  ;  he  says  that  I  shall  get  all  the  soul  that 
is  begging  in  this  world  there,  or  not  at  all. 
Yes,  I  can  pass  his  examinations — that  is,  if  1 
don’t  break  out  just  at  the  wrong  moment ;  but 
that  won’t  bring  me  up  to  you  white  people.  You 
are  the  only  person,  Miss  Ruefold,  who  will  ever 
do  anything  for  me,  and  if  you  fail,  he  can’t  do  it 
with  all  his  learning.” 

“  I  don’t  like  to  hear  you  talking  like  that,” 
said  Christina ;  “  }rou  treat  me  as  if  I  were  one 
of  your  African  idols.  What  can  a  weak  girl  like 
I  am  do  for  you  ?  I  can  only  show  you  where  to 
find  the  light.” 
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“I  must  not  say,  I  must  not  tell  you,’ 
muttered  Bokrie  to  himself,  walking  up  and  down 
the  room.  “  You  will  be  angry  again  with  me,” 
he  continued,  stopping  short  and  looking  at  her. 

“You  had  better  say  what  you  mean,”  replied 
Christina,  not  without  curiosity. 

“I  went  into  a  church — large,  dimly  lighted, 
with  tall  candles  on  the  altar.  The  church  was 
almost  empty  ;  there  were  only  two  or  three  persons 
in  the  big  building.  It  was  still  as  death.  My 
feet  clattered  on  the  pavement,  and  the  noise  made 
me  ashamed,  as  if  I  had  disturbed  the  dead.  The 
windows  were  all  pictures  ;  there  were  paintings 
and  images  along  the  walls,  and  there  was  a 
perfume  in  the  air.  There  were  two  women 
kneeling  before  the  altar,  and  I  knelt  too, 
for  there  was  a  beautiful  woman  and  her  child 
standing  on  a  pedestal  above  the  table.  Down 
from  the  upper  windows  fell  a  shower  of  sunlight 
upon  her  lovely  head.  The  gold  about  her  shone 
brightly,  but  not  so  brightly  as  the  kind  faces  of 
the  mother  and  her  child.  They  were  not  looking 
at  each  other,  not  making  each  other  happy,  but 
they  turned  their  faces  upon  the  women  kneeling 
before  them.  No  wonder  that  I  also  knelt.  The 
lady  was  like  you,  and  I  thought  ‘  That  is  my 
goddess,  my  Christina.’  ” 

“ITush,  hush!”  put  in  the  girl. 
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“  It  is  true,  Miss  Ruefold,  I  worshipped  you 
there  as  I  knelt.  Then  the  organ  quivered  and 
trembled ;  there  was  no  service,  but  someone 
was  practising  ;  it  was  played  softly.  The  music 
dropped  on  to  me  like  a  cloud  from  the  sky ;  it 
enveloped  me  in  a  mist.  I  seemed  to  lose  the 
consciousness  of  time  and  place.  But  I  never 
lost  the  face  of  the  woman  ;  it  lived  and  spoke ; 
it  was  you  indeed.  I  had  died,  and  was  living 
again,  a  new  creature.  I  was  fit  for  you  now, 
and  your  love  was  drawing  me  up  to  yourself.” 

“  Be  silent,  Bokrie ;  you  must  not  even  think 
such  a  thought.  That  was  the  Virgin  Mother 
and  her  Son.  You  can  then  realise  that  there  is 
another  life  ;  a  new  world  P  Tell  me  that  you 
have  got  thus  far.” 

“  No,  no,  it  was  only  a  beautiful  dream  ;  but 
I  will  strive  hard  to  be  more  worthy  of  you  here  ; 
I  won’t  trust  the  ‘  by-and-bye,’  which  will  only 
cheat  us.  Perhaps  I  may  be  able  to  climb  as 
high  as  the  thick  candles  which  throw  light  on 

c5  n 

your  feet.” 

“  You  grieve  me  to  hear  you  talk  like  that,” 
said  Christina,  with  tears  in  her  eyes.  “  We 
have  lost  Zephyr — you  remember  the  little  girl ; 
but  it  is  all  true,  Bokrie,  indeed  it  is.  We  can 
hear  the  patter  of  their  footsteps ;  they  try  to 
make  us  keep  step  with  them.” 
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“  Professor  Pacer  does  not  say  that,”  remarked 
Bokrie. 

“You  must  not  take  Professor  Racer’s  opinion 
on  these  things,”  replied  Christina  quickly.  “  He 
is  a  great  authority  upon  books,  hut  he  cannot 
understand  that  which  he  does  not  feel.  Let  me 
lead  you  along  the  right  way,  Bokrie.” 

“Not  to-day,  if  you  please,  dear  lady ;  I  am 
hound  to  be  at  the  ‘  Cat  and  Monkey  ’  by  half¬ 
past  seven  sharp.” 

Lucifer  had  seen  Bokrie  for  the  first  time,  and 
the  impression  she  had  received  of  her  fellow 
continental  was  not  a  flattering  one.  “I  hope 
you  won’t  think  too  much  of  that  black  man,  Miss 
Christina,”  she  began,  with  a  jealous  appreciation 
of  her  mistress’  interest. 

“  You  ought  to  pity  him,  Lucy,  and  be  the 
first  to  say  a  word  in  his  favour,”  replied  Christina, 
in  a  tone  of  reproof. 

“  He  knows  which  side  his  bread  is  buttered,” 
said  the  handmaiden,  with  a  dogged  movement  of 
the  head. 

“He  needs  our  compassion;  look  at  his  life,” 
said  Christina. 

“  I  have  heard  all  about  it,”  put  in  Lucy. 

“  Caught  like  a  hare  in  a  trap  when  he  was 
a  child,  and  chained  up  in  a  mission-school —  ” 

“  With  plenty  of  meat  and  white  bread,”  threw 


A  MODERN  STORY  OF  EVOLUTION . 


201 


in  the  listener.  “  Much  better  to  have  three  meals 
a  day,  than  to  pick  up  jrnur  living  under  the  trees 
and  take  your  food  mostly  raw.” 

“  He  was  brought  to  England  to  work  for  his 
living  like  a  monkey  or  a  dancing-dog,”  continued 
Christina,  working  herself  into  indignation. 

“  And  making  enough  money  by  it  to  stock 
a  large  farm  if  he  could  only  keep  off  the  drink,” 
chimed  in  her  companion. 

“  Then,  without  sympathy  or  help,  to  fall  lower 
and  lower,  until  he  can  hardly  find  work  enough 
in  this  strange  land  to  keep  himself  from  want — 
a  toy  broken  and  cast  aside,”  said  her  mistress, 
Avithout  noticing  the  interruption. 

“  And  because  he  is  too  lazy  to  earn  his  living, 
he  tries  to  reach  the  purse  of  a  kind  young  lady 
by  making  himself  to  be  all  forlorn.” 

“  How  can  you  be  so  heartless,  Lucy,  to  one 
of  your  own  skin  ?  ” 

“  Hear  Miss  Christina,  you  are  so  good  and 
easy ;  but  take  care  of  the  whitey-broAvn  folks — 
they  are  not  to  be  trusted.  They  have  rubbed 
their  black  skin  until  they  are  neither  one  thing 
nor  the  other.” 

Phyllis  Pacer  offered  Christina  packets  of 
picture-cards  and  tractlets  for  the  benefit  of 
Bokrie  ;  but  Martha  Pacer  objected  to  informal 
attempts  at  conversion,  and  desired  to  know 
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why  the  collecting-box  stood  on  the  shelf,  if  the 
missionaries  were  not  equal  to  the  handling  of 
coloured  persons.  Martha  believed  firmly  in 
the  “  penny-in-the-slot  ”  principle. 

The  Fallowfetts  had  known  of  Christina’s 
return,  and  Vesper  declared  herself  in  favour  of 
a  reconciliation.  It  did  not  require  much  diplo¬ 
macy  when  the  girls  were  together.  Christina 
had  not  realised  how  much  she  was  in  want  of 
a  woman’s  sympathy  until  she  found  herself  in  the 
arms  of  her  cousin.  Vesper  felt  that  Christina  had 
been  hardly  treated,  and  although  she  considered 
the  girl’s  conduct  as  a  wicked  waste  of  social 
opportunity,  she  secretly  admired  her  for  that 
scorn  of  the  conventional  life.  There  was  another 
reason  for  her  friendly  feeling.  The  engagement 
with  Gracebroke  had  been  broken  ;  the  estrange¬ 
ment  was  gradual,  but  it  was  now  complete. 

“  The  fact  is,  Christina,  you  bewitched  him. 
I  am  sure  you  did  not  mean  it,  but  Vincent  was 
not  the  same  man  after  you  left  the  country. 
I  daresay  he  will  come  after  you  again.” 

“  You  insult  me  Avith  the  suggestion,”  replied 
Christina,  hotly.  “  You  know  that  I  shall  never 
marry.” 

“I  have  heard  other  girls  make  the  same 
remark ;  but  when  the  right  man  arrived, 
the  noblest  form  of  life  was  found  when 
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half-a-dozen  bridesmaids  followed  them  into  the 
church.” 

Christina  had  been  talked  about  during  her 
absence  from  England.  The  missionary  societies 
had  received  reports  of  her  uncle’s  movements. 
Travellers  who  had  met  the  party  in  Africa  had 
brought  accounts  of  them  to  London.  A  note 
in  a  society  paper,  a  chance  allusion  in  public,  kept 
alive  the  idea  that  Bokrie’s  position  had  not  yet 
been  determined  in  scientific  circles,  and  that  a 
romantic  professor  and  an  enthusiastic  young 
woman  had  set  to  work  to  produce  a  soul  in 
this  African  enigma. 

It  was  unpleasant  to  the  Fallowfetts  to  hear 
Sir  Bathcourt  Blizzard  talk  about  his  ape-client 
and  inquire  for  the  modern  Portia,  without  the 
ability  to  tell  him  much  about  her.  To  have 
a  relation  who  attracted  attention  by  her  originality 
gave  a  degree  of  distinction  to  the  Fallowfetts ;  for 
to  a  world  tired  of  its  round  of  scandal  Christina 
brought  a  new  emotion.  Under  all  these  circum¬ 
stances  Mrs.  Fallowfett  thought  that  she  was 
doing  a  wise  action  in  taking  a  large-minded  view 
of  Christina’s  former  conduct,  and  in  visiting 
Acacia  Villa  with  open  arms  and  a  smile  of 
benevolence.  Christina  was  easily  overborne,  and 
put  it  to  herself  that  in  going  back  to  the 
Fallowfetts  she  was  only  returning  in  the  direction 
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of  her  father’s  wishes.  Of  course  Lucy  went  with 
her,  and  tasted  the  bitterness  of  the  servants’  hall. 
Here  for  the  first  time,  amongst  white  people, 
she  was  made  to  feel  the  inferiority  of  her  race 
and  the  terrible  deficiency  which  she  had  to  make 
up  in  her  duties  as  a  private  maid.  However, 
there  were  compensations.  The  hair-dressers’  shops 
afforded  her  diversion ;  for  here  she  felt  that 
Europe  and  Africa  met  on  equal  ground.  Except 
for  the  quality  of  the  hair,  the  centuries  of  Europe 
had  not  placed  her  far  in  advance  of  her  darker 
sister.  The  masses  were  supported  in  position 
by  practically  the  same  methods,  and  the  particular 
arrangement  of  coil  and  frizzette  was  really  a 
matter  of  individual  taste.  The  long  pins  which 
supported  the  fabrics  were  not  only  common 
to  both  continents,  but  could  trace  a  descent 
from  prehistoric  skewers  of  an  infinite  antiquity. 
Christina  tried  to  persuade  her  maid  to  be  dressed 
in  those  yards  of  soft  material  and  of  uniform  colour 
in  which  the  women  of  India  appear  to  advantage  ; 
hut  the  girl  firmly,  though  gently,  resisted  the 
attempt.  She  admired  the  costumes  and  head-gear 
of  Bond  Street  and  Oxford  Street.  She  insisted 
that  in  dress  the  European  woman  and  her 
African  sister  met  upon  common  ground.  Colour 
of  skin,  social  customs,  forms  of  religion,  might 
differ  widely ;  but  when  they  were  choosing  a  dress 
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or  a  bonnet,  the  whole  sex  was  united  in  feeling. 
This  primitive  instinct  was  hardly  disguised  by 
the  efforts  at  indifference  which  civilised  nations 
impose  upon  their  women.  Christina  gave  wa}^ 
to  her  maid’s  wishes,  and  regretted  the  inferiority 
which  only  appeared  when  Lucy  was  dressed  like 
the  other  maid-servants. 

Christina  was  just  entering  an  omnibus  at 
Hyde  Park  Corner,  when  someone  uttered  her 
name.  She  turned,  to  find  herself  face  to  face 
with  Gracebroke.  She  agreed  to  his  proposal 
to  turn  into  the  park  ;  for  it  seemed  that  it  would 
he  best  for  her  to  hear  all  that  he  wished  to  say, 
and  to  finish  with  the  matter.  He  did  not  expect 
that  she  would  accept  the  suggestion,  and,  at  first, 
his  tongue  failed  him.  They  walked  in  silence; 
it  was  morning,  and  the  park  was  empty. 

“  I  am  glad  to  have  seen  you  again,  Miss 
Ituefold,”  he  began,  when  they  had  found  a  seat. 
“I  know  you  think  badly  of  me;  I  can  see  it 
in  your  eyes.  Vesper  has  given  me  up;  hut  will 
you  also  throw  me  over  ?  I  mean,  of  course,  will 
you  never  care  for  me  asrain — in  the  sense  that 
you  care  for  Bokrie  ?  I  envy  the  brute  ;  anything 
that  he  does  bad  is  set  down  to  original  sin,  hut 
my  peccadilloes  are  signs  of  moral  degeneration. 
I  wish  I  had  degenerated  sufficiently  to  excite 
the  sympathy  of  good  women  like  yourself.” 
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“  You  are  not  speaking  seriously,  and  under 
a  pretended  confession  you  are  making  fun  of  my 
efforts  for  the  good  of  others.” 

“  Making  fun  !  I  should  think  not ;  and  if  I 
appear  to  do  so,  it  is  only  to  hide  my  own 
sore  heart.  Let  that  be  a  proof  that  I  am  not 
beyond  hope  of  recovery ;  whilst  there  is  pain 
the  nerves  are  not  dead.  Believe  me,  if  you 
can,  that  you  are  the  only  escape  to  me  from 
blank,  gross  materialism.  I  could  marry  Vesper, 
and  remain  as  I  am,  a  man  of  the  world,  thrifty 
in  its  use,  but  a  simple  epicurean.  With  you 
that  would  not  be  possible.  I  could  not  offer 
you  marriage,  for  in  my  present  state  you  would 
be  a  constant  reproach.  The  purity,  the  beauty 
of  your  life,  would  be  a  refined  hell  to  me.  Yet 
if  you  give  me  a  whisper  of  encouragement — I 
am  now  on  the  brink  ;  if  I  let  go  my  hold  on 
you,  I  am  bound  to  shoot  down.  I  don’t  ask 
you  to  speak  a  word  ;  but  if  from  your  silence 
I  might  gather  that,  after  conflict,  I  might  come 
again  at  some  future  time  and — ”  She  stood 
up  and  was  prepared  to  say  something,  but  he 
stopped  her. 

“  Spare  me  the  utterance  which  would  leave 
me  no  hope.  Let  me  have  at  least  a  space  for 
imagination.  I  can  put  into  your  lips  gracious 
words  which  you  might  have  spoken.  Good-bye ; 
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good-day.”  He  left  lier  before  she  could  recover 
from  her  surprise,  and  she  wondered  whether 
it  was  only  a  fine  piece  of  acting. 

The  great  missionary  societies  were  anxious 
to  know  whether  there  was  any  hope  of  reducing 
expenses  by  changing  their  methods,  and  Christina 
soon  found  herself  in  correspondence  with  one  or 
two  of  them.  Marcus  Ruefold,  with  his  one-man 
system  and  his  free  hand,  was  an  object  of 
cautious  interest  to  them,  and  his  course  was 
followed  with  closer  attention  than  they  chose  to 
admit.  Restless  critics  worked  uncomfortable  sums 
in  long  division,  and  others  advised  the  despatch  of 
new  men  without  the  two  coats  or  the  scrip. 

On  one  occasion  she  met  her  old  friend,  Sir 
Bathcourt  Blizzard,  who  treated  her  with  the 
same  indulgent  kindness,  and  listened  to  the 
recent  chapters  of  her  history.  But  it  was  clear 
that  he  put  her  story  into  a  vacant  space  of  his 
mosaic  of  life,  treating  it  as  a  contribution  to 
the  general  pattern,  but  not  as  an  essential  part. 
To  him  the  hopes  and  fears,  the  doubt  and  belief 
of  mankind,  were  interesting  as  a  study.  The 
machinery  of  advocacy  had  taken  from  pathos 
its  tears,  and  from  tragedy  its  red  fire.  He  could 
produce  the  same  effects  ;  could  even  create  the 
very  emotion  in  himself  when  it  was  required 
for  his  persuasive  rhetoric. 
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At  last  Racer  came  down  from  Cambridge 

O 

and  called  upon  Christina.  She  was  startled  to 
find  that  he  had  changed  his  opinion  since  he 
had  written  to  her  in  Africa,  and  now  thought 
that  he  was  able,  single-handed,  to  bring  Bokrie 
round. 

“  You  have  done  your  work,  Miss  Ruefold, 
by  merely  coming  home,”  he  explained  to  her. 
“  Bokrie  is  a  different  creature  already ;  your 
presence  has  calmed  him.  Like  those  patients 
who  are  sensitive  to  hypnotic  influence,  he  does 
not  require  the  passes  of  the  hand  or  the  spoken 
word.  The  doctor  has  only  to  be  seen,  or  to 
send  the  message  of  peace.  I  think  we  shall 
make  something  of  him  yet.” 

“  How  are  you  setting  to  work  P  ”  asked 
Christina,  a  little  surprised  at  this  unexpected 
discharge  from  responsibility. 

“  I  want  to  get  him  to  Cambridge  ;  he  may 
do  well  there.  Now,  Miss  Ruefold,  I  am 
going  to  make  a  strange  request,  but  I  hope 
you  will  fall  in  with  it.  Don’t  let  us  have 
another  word  of  religion.  Bokrie  has  had  too 
much  of  it;  I  believe  that  it  has  retarded  his 
mental  growth.  Let  education  have  a  fair  field, 
and  if  his  mind  could  be  enlarged  and  filled 
with  new  thought,  you  will  find  that  the  power 
to  select  and  direct — the  attributes  of  the  soul, 
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if  you  like  so  to  call  them — will  develop  into 
average  power.  Then  you  will  have  a  living 
man,  with  faculties  complete,  built  up  out  of 
mental  training.  You  can  add  religion  or  not, 
as  you  choose,  afterwards — -just  as  you  may  teach 
him  music  or  painting.” 

“  When  do  you  send  for  him  ?  ” 

“  At  once ;  the  sooner  the  better.  It  is  not 
the  freshman’s  term;  but  I  want  to  get  him  out 
of  London  and  temptation.  I  thought  the 
money  would  be  the  difficulty ;  but,  to  my 
great  surprise,  the  fellow  has  been  saving ;  he 
has  got  a  regular  hoard.  I  believe  that  he 
intended  to  buy  a  gold  fillet,  necklace,  bracelets, 
and  I  know  not  how  much  more  for  you,  Miss 
Ruefold.  Really,  if  you  like  to  set  up  as 
a  divinity  in  Africa,  that  fellow  would  act  as 
your  prophet,  and  burn  incense  to  you.  I  know 
you  will  renounce  your  gold  chains  in  favour  of 
a  year  at  Cambridge,  by  way  of  experiment.” 
“And  you  do  not  wish  me  to  see  him 

J 

again?”  said  Christina,  slowly. 

“  I  don’t  mean  that.  You  will  see  him,  of 
course ;  I  could  not  keep  him  away  from  you. 
You  shall  have  your  turn  again,  if  I  fail  to  do 
the  work.  Meanwhile,  let  us  see  whether  it  is 
to  be  Diana  or  Christ.” 


o 


XIV. 


Man  gave  names  to  the  animals,  and  then  tried  to  tell  the 
number  of  the  stars.  But  the  deeper  he  gazed  into  space  the 
thicker  thronged  the  worlds  upon  his  sight.  Then  he  gave 
up  the  task  in  despair,  and  turned  to  his  lordship  of  earth, 
only  to  tind  that  the  life  beneath  his  feet  was  a  million-fold 
more  than  he  had  reckoned.  So  he  left  the  problems 
unfinished  in  the  hands  of  his  Teacher. 


It  was  a  fine  open  evening  at  Cambridge,  and 
Professor  Bacer  and  Bokrie  were  sauntering  along 
the  Backs.  The  spring  was  stealing  into  the 
trees,  making  a  delicate  gray  haze  in  the  lofty 
fretwork  of  branch  and  twig.  The  rooks  kept  one 
another  to  their  nest-building  by  drawling  cries 
of  encouragement.  The  air  was  lively  with  the 
sense  of  a  “good  time  coming.”  There  were 
voices  which  shot  up  behind  walls  and  below 
bridges  from  the  hidden  river.  Skirting  every 
stretch  of  grass  were  parties  of  young  fellows,  and 
through  every  archway,  or  open  screen  of  stone, 
could  be  seen  the  striped  jackets  hurrying  to  the 
tennis  lawns  and  the  boats.  The  long  sweep  of 
the  college  buildings  in  their  variety  and  repose 
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reassured  the  mind  with  the  idea  of  stability,  and 
chastened  the  vivacity  of  the  spring  with  a  sense 
of  permanence. 

Bokrie  was  fixed  in  lodgings  within  reach  of 
his  mentor.  He  had  come  up  willingly,  assured 
by  Christina  that  it  was  her  wish  for  him  to  do  so, 
and  consoled  by  a  promise  that  she  would  not 
leave  the  country  again  without  giving  him 
warning.  More  than  that,  she  had  undertaken  to 
pay  him  a  visit,  at  least  once,  in  the  present  term. 
Racer  had  resolved  to  devote  more  time  to  him 
during  these  earlier  days  than  he  could  regularly 
afford,  as  it  was  of  great  importance  that  Bokrie 
should  be  steered  clear  of  those  currents  into  which 
an  unwary  freshman  may  drift,  and  out  of  which 
it  is  difficult  to  extricate  him  later.  Racer  busied 
himself  at  the  outset  in  getting  introductions  for 
Bokrie,  and  in  watching  the  first  effect  of  the 
changed  life  upon  him.  An  English  university 
is  accustomed  to  gather  its  members  from  the  east 
and  the  west,  so  that  one  more  stranger  passes 
unnoticed  in  the  crowd  of  swarthy  foreigners.  It 
was,  however,  soon  evident  to  the  professor  that 
he  could  not  conceal  the  antecedent  life  of  his 
queer  friend,  and  so  good  sense  showed  him  that 
the  best  plan  would  be  to  make  a  point  of  tbe 
interest  of  the  case,  and,  by  an  appeal  to  the 
consideration  of  the  authorities,  to  treat  the 
o  2 
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experiment  as  a  matter  of  concern  to  the  whole 


Already  an  indefinite  rumour  had 


spread  amongst  the  tutors  and  heads  of  colleges, 
hut  the  undergraduates  themselves  put  the  story 


into  proper  form,  as  most  of  them  were  acquainted 


with  the  “  Happy  Valley  ”  and  its  leading  stars. 
A  mild  note  of  disapproval  had  been  given  by  the 
more  conservative  members  of  the  ruling  host ; 
but,  on  the  whole,  it  was  considered  that  the 
introduction  of  Bokrie  might  be  treated  as  an 
amiable  scientific  dissipation.  Bokrie  himself 
obtained  that  sudden  popularity  with  the  rank  and 
file  to  which  it  is  difficult  to  fit  a  cause.  The 
better  class  of  undergraduates  picked  him  up  from 
that  compassionate  interest  which  Bacer  sought  to 
foster  ;  and  others  took  their  part  in  the  patronage 
in  the  hope  that  he  would  make  good  sport  for 
them.  Their  hospitality,  freely  offered  to  him, 
threatened  to  ruin  his  opportunity  for  serious  work, 
and  Racer  felt  compelled  to  continue  his  companion¬ 
ship  lest  Bokrie  might  be  sucked  down  in  the 
maelstrom.  For  it  was  a  new  pleasure  to  the  wild 
man  to  be  free  from  the  company  of  those  who 
made  a  profit  out  of  him,  or  who  helped  him  to 
vice  for  the  sake  of  pillage.  There  was  no  ill- 
nature  in  the  selfish  humour  which  made  a  butt  of 
him,  and  if  he  had  to  be  seen  home  by  a  couple 
of  boon  companions,  his  watch  and  money  at  least 
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were  safe.  The  power  of  his  memory,  which  had 
impressed  Racer  before  he  came  up,  now  asserted 
itself  in  a  more  remarkable  way.  He  could  read  a 
book  and  repeat  it  verbally  after  the  study  of  a 
single  day.  Problems  which  worked  themselves 
by  the  application  of  known  rides,  and  a  kind  of 
mechanical  reasoning  through  suggestion,  were 
easy  enough  to  him  ;  but  in  a  selection  of  facts 
and  a  careful  induction  he  would  be  entirely  at 
iault.  Poetry,  by  its  rhythm,  and  the  images  it 
called  up,  impressed  him;  but  his  mind  stood  still 
at  the  close  of  the  verse. 

Before  the  end  of  the  term  Christina  fulfilled 
her  promise,  and  spent  two  or  three  days  in  Cam¬ 
bridge.  The  two  little  sisters  of  the  professor 
came  with  her.  It  was  a  gala  time,  at  the  end 
of  the  “May  Week,”  and  June  had  graciously 
put  on  her  best  weather.  Although  pretty  girls 
were  a  glut  in  the  market,  there  were  admiring 
glances  directed  to  Christina.  The  sisters  of  the 
professor  could  be  identified  at  once ;  Bokrie  was 
now  a  familiar  figure ;  but  who  was  that  tall  girl 
who  was  talking  to  him  with  such  affable 
familiarity  ?  She  smiled  upon  the  wretch,  looked 
him  full  in  the  face,  and  treated  him  like  a  member 
of  the  family.  It  was  impossible  to  think  that 
she  was  his  sister.  On  the  other  hand,  it  was 
treason  to  English  maidenhood  to  assume  that  a 
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girl  would  listen  to  the  admiration  of  a  creature 
from  the  bush.  Bokrie  was  very  well  as  a  study 
in  anthropology ;  but  Englishmen  cannot  stand 
by  to  see  an  active  specimen  step  out  of  its 
museum  and  carry  off  one  of  their  women.  The 
good  humour  with  which  Bokrie  had  been  regarded, 
when  he  posed  only  as  a  very  superior  example  of 
a  lower  type,  vanished  when  he  had  the  audacity 
to  act  as  if  he  stood  upon  a  platform  of  equality 
with  the  rest.  Of  all  this  Christina  was  happily 
unconscious,  and<  the  bright  sun  and  summer  sky 
brought  back  her  forgotten  gaiety.  She  was  glad 
to  hear  the  story  of  Bokrie’s  progress,  to  encourage 
him  on  the  prospect  of  his  examination  in  the 
autumn.  She  was  struck  by  the  purpose  which 
seemed  to  assert  itself  in  his  conversation,  and  did 
not  know  that  it  was  only  the  catchword  of  the 
place — a  quotation  from  the  eager  talk  of  his 
fellows — to  which  she  was  listening.  A  regret, 
tinged  her  satisfaction  in  the  recollection  that 
religion  had  nothing  to  do  with  this  improvement, 
hut  she  comforted  herself  with  the  suggestion  that 
after  all  the  Christian  air  of  the  University  might 
have  helped  him.  The  college  chapels,  the  eccle¬ 
siastical  architecture,  were  a  witness  to  a  power 
underlying  the  educational  work.  She  ventured 
to  give  a  hint  to  Racer  both  of  her  regret  and  of 
the  hope,  but  he  promptly  repudiated  them. 
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“No,  no,  Miss  Ruefolcl;  the  University  lias 
far  outgrown  its  mediaeval  dress.  The  form  may 
remain  for  several  generations  longer,  I  daresay, 
but  the  spirit  has  departed,  thank  goodness.  ’ 

“Yet  you  have  your  daily  services;  your  old 
customs —  ” 

“  Yes,  yes  !  I  know  that,”  interrupted  the 
professor  impatiently  ;  “  but  they  mean  nothing. 
Those  prayers  read  in  musty  chapels,  on  chill 
mornings,  don’t  touch  the  morals  of  the  men  in 
the  least.  Half  the  men  who  conduct  them  would 
be  glad  to  have  the  farce  abolished,  but  they  dare 
not  propose  it.  If  you  began  to  touch  the  old 
fabric,  down  it  would  come — fees,  deanships,  and 
comfortable  roosts — in  one  common  ruin.  You 
remember  that  the  classic  paganism  lived  on  as  a 
ghost  long  after  its  soul  had  fled.  But  I  must 
not  talk  like  this  to  you,  Miss  Ruefold.  I  was 
forgetting  the  young  woman  and,  for  the  moment, 
telling  the  coarse  truth  to  a  man.” 

“  Don’t  hide  your  opinion  from  a  scruple  for 
my  feelings,”  replied  Christina,  with  a  loss  of  tone 
in  her  voice.  “  Yet  there  must  be  some  here  who 
would  not  agree  with  vou,”  she  continued.  “  It 
would  be  a  pity  if  the  picked  men  of  the  country, 
surrounded  by  the  witnesses  of  an  age  of  faith, 
should  have  given  up  all  that  the  past  held  to  be 
dear.  It  is  a  faith  which  built  these  towers,  and 
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made  it  possible —  ”  Christina  looked  at  her 

companion  for  help  to  close  the  sentence. 

“  I  am  not  so  grateful  to  the  past  as  I  ought 
to  he,”  said  Racer,  laughing.  “Some  believed,  as 
you  say,  and  gave  tlieir  money  to  save  their  souls ; 
others  to  get  a  good  name,  or  because  they  could 
not  carry  the  coin  to  another  world.  As  to  our 
being  the  picked  men  of  the  country,  my  dear 
young  lady,  you  do  us  too  high  an  honour.  We 
are  neither  better  nor  worse  than  the  average  man. 
We  come  here  to  polish  such  tools  as  we  possess, 
and  if  there  is  nothing  better  to  he  had  in  the 
world  outside,  we  stay  here  to  earn  a  living. 
Some  of  us  are  experts  of  particular  kinds  of 
learning;  but  we  are  no  bigger  than  if  we  had 
succeeded  in  literature,  art,  or  commerce.  In  fact, 
the  character  of  our  work  tends  to  make  some 
of  us  mere  sorters  and  index-makers  of  ancient 
knowledge — -journeymen  in  letters,  if  you  like — for 
the  men  of  genius  to  employ  as  hodmen  in 
building  their  fabrics.” 

“  Surely  work  like  this  is  necessary  to  the 
thinkers ;  they  could  not  do  without  such  men, 
and  both  ought  to  work  together,”  said  Christina. 

Racer  put  out  his  lip.  “  So  they  ought ;  but 
we  are  the  bitterest  critics  of  the  men  who 
enlarge  the  range  of  thought  or  who  make  history.” 

“  This  is  not  a  dusty  place  where  no  fresh 


A  MODERN  STORY  OF  EVOLUTION. 


217 


life  can  show  itself,”  continued  the  girl.  “  To  me 
it  would  appear  always  to  he  young*.  As  soon  as 
one  set  of  boys  leaves,  another  arrives.  If  I  were  a 
teacher,”  pursued  Christina,  with  quite  a  matronly 
air,  “  it  would  keep  me  hopeful  to  be  ever  meeting 
with  the  unspoiled  beginnings  of  life.” 

“  It  has  a  singular  effect  upon  me,”  said  Racer. 
“  The  picture  on  the  river,  the  crowds  of  youths 
about  the  town,  remain  unaltered  from  year  to 
year.  Until  you  come  nearer,  and  separate  the 
mass  into  items,  you  can  hardly  escape  from  the 
impression  that  it  is  the  same  picture,  the  same 
crowd,  from  season  to  season.  There  is  also  a  full 
quantity  of  human  nature  in  our  college  fellows, 
dons,  and  the  rest  of  us.  The  wives  and  children 
are  governed  by  very  unacademic  considerations. 
The  little  jealousies,  the  college  politics,  which 
ruffle  the  minds  of  our  principal  people,  are  like 
the  storms  which  agitate  other  teacups.  Well,  I 
must  not  blacken  my  neighbours  ;  for  I  intend 
to  arrange  a  meeting  next  October  to  introduce 
our  interesting  animal  to  the  ’Varsity  magnates. 
Some  music,  recitation,  tea,  and  buns.  It  will  be 
a  sort  of  glorified  penny-reading.  I  will  tell  you 
in  confidence,”  Racer  went  on,  lowering  his  voice, 
“  that  I  am  going  to  make  an  interesting 
experiment.  I  have  been  deep  in  hypnotism 
lately,  and  I  mean  to  try  the  effect  upon 
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Bokrie ;  be  ought  to  be  the  very  subject  for 
it.” 

“  But,  Professor  Pacer,  you  want  to  call  out 
the  will-power,  not  to  suppress  it.” 

“That  is  just  the  thing  1  am  going  to 
explain ;  listen.  Bokrie  will  remain  up  through 
the  ‘  Long.’  There  will  be  plenty  of  leisure 
for  me,  and  he  will  get  on  with  his  work  at  a 
fine  rate ;  the  man  has  a  marvellous  memory. 
The  suggestion  to  him  will  be :  ‘You  have  a 
mind  of  your  own,  will-power  which  you  can 
control.  I  give  you  a  course  of  study,  a  rule 
of  conduct.  When  you  have  suggestions  to  act 
in  a  contrary  way,  fight  them  with  your  will¬ 
power.  I  bid  you  put  it  into  force  in  obedience 

to  me.’  You  have  the  same  process  in  preaching 

and  other  religious  enterprise.  The  teacher  refers 
to  an  unseen  God,  and  suggests  that  His  approval 
or  displeasure  are  to  be  the  motives  for  conduct : 
‘  Thou  God  seest  me.’  It  matters  not  whether 

the  power  behind  the  screen  exists  or  not ;  the 

machinery  has  been  set  in  motion  by  the  idea, 
and  will  continue  to  work.” 

Christina  looked  at  him  sharply.  “  Then  you 
wish  to  put  yourself  in  the  place  of  God.” 

“Just  so,”  answered  Pacer.  “I  can  do  more 
for  Bokrie  at  the  present  time  than  any  far-away 
deity  who  may  stimulate  the  imagination  of  the 
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sentimental.  The  persons  we  really  worship  are 
those  familiar  to  us.  For  their  sake  we  consent  to 
adopt  a  formula,  or  to  repeat  a  creed.  The  true 
priestess  of  Christianity  is  the  mother  who  charms 
the  baby  lips  into  the  first  words  of  prayer." 

The  object  of  this  conversation  had  wandered 
far  in  front  of  his  two  friends,  and  was 
describing  to  Martha  and  Phyllis  Pacer  his 
impression  of  evening  worship  at  King’s  Chapel. 
They  had  walked  through  the  building,  and 
were  standing  at  the  door,  waiting  for  their 
companions  to  join  them.  Bokrie  pleased  the 
two  ladies  by  his  appreciation  of  the  voices,  and 
the  determination  he  expressed  to  master  the 
intricacy  of  the  English  prayer-book.  They  were 
gratified  when  he  told  them  that  he  could  hardly 

O  J 

repress  the  tears  when  he  dropped  to  his  knees 
with  the  congregation.  But  he  spoiled  the  effect 
of  the  story  by  adding,  dramatically,  that  he 
leaped  to  his  feet,  with  an  oath,  when  he  was 
struck  on  the  nape  of  his  neck  by  something 
intensely  hot,  and  found  that  he  had  been  the 
victim  of  a  guttering  candle. 

Racer  stuck  to  his  post  throughout  the  vaca¬ 
tion.  He  worked,  walked  and  talked  with  his 
pupil,  until  he  believed  he  knew  the  inner  heart  of 
the  man.  Bokrie  did  not  give  an  hour’s  trouble 
to  his  master.  The  influence  which  the  kind 
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treatment  bad  given  Racer  over  Bokrie  paved  the 
way  for  the  first  cautious  experiments.  Racer  was 
delighted  to  find  that  not  only  could  he  wile 
away  a  slight  ailment,  and  keep  Bokrie  to  his 
work,  but  that  his  written  instructions  would 
control  Bokrie  when  he  was  absent.  After  Bokrie 
had  triumphantly  passed  an  examination  early  in 
October,  Racer  did  not  doubt  that  he  had  com¬ 
pleted  the  subjugation  of  the  man.  At  the  end 
of  the  month  he  arranged,  in  association  with  his 
friends,  a  conversazione  at  the  Guildhall.  There 
was  a  loan  exhibition  of  toys  of  science  ;  trophies 
from  the  Southern  World ;  spoils  of  the  East ; 
prints  and  pictures ;  light  refreshments ;  and  a 
couple  of  detectives. 

Two  or  three  short  essays  on  points  of  interest 
in  the  bye-ways  of  science  were  given.  Songs  and 
music  were  introduced  here  and  there,  and  at  last 
it  came  to  the  turn  of  Racer  to  do  his  part.  He 
gave  a  short  account  of  the  early  forms  of  man ; 
discussed  the  demands  of  science  for  the  lost  steps 
in  his  upward  progress ;  repeated  the  story  of 
Bokrie,  and  his  up-bringing.  He  hinted  that 
Society  and  Religion  had  both  taken  Bokrie  in 
hand,  and  had  failed.  He  reported  the  remarkable 
improvement  which  Cambridge  had  wrought,  and 
finally  produced  Bokrie  on  the  platform  to  speak 
for  himself.  Racer  was  so  confident  of  his  success 
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that  for  the  previous  fortnight  he  had  relaxed  the 
precautions  which  he  had  hitherto  taken.  He  had 
seen  very  little  of  Bokrie,  owing  to  constant 
occupation  at  the  beginning  of  the  new  term,  and 
had  been  satisfied  to  send  him  an  occasional 
message  about  his  work  and  to  receive  a  few  lines 
from  him  in  return.  He  had  met  Bokrie  the 
night  before,  and  had  arranged  with  him  the  part 
he  was  to  take  in  the  evening’s  proceedings. 
There  was  nothing  in  Bokrie’s  manner  to  su^-crest 

o  o  o 

rebellion,  but  Itacer  had  no  time  for  close  atten¬ 
tion.  Had  the  professor  known  all  that  had 
happened  in  the  interval,  he  would  never  have 
permitted  Bokrie  to  appear  on  the  platform.  A 
man  who  had  met  Bokrie  in  the  summer  term, 
picked  him  up  for  amusement  on  his  arrival  in 
Cambridge  a  fortnight  before  the  meeting.  The 
new  friend  intended  to  go  in  for  medicine,  and  was 
toying  with  the  romance  of  his  profession  before 
he  buckled  to  its  reality.  He  had  just  come  from 
Paris,  where  he  had  been  shown  some  experiments 
in  hypnotism,  and  he  was  anxious  to  try  his  own 
power.  A  chance  remark  dropped  by  Bokrie 
suggested  to  him  what  Pacer  had  been  doing,  and 
he  determined  to  put  his  knowledge  to  the  test. 
He  succeeded  so  well  that  he  repeated  the  effect, 
and  delighted  a  select  circle  of  friends  with  the 
buffoonery  he  got  out  of  his  subject. 
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He  received  a  ticket  for  Racer’s  evening,  and 
when  he  saw  Bokrie  mount  the  platform,  he 
moved  up  close  to  the  front  line  of  the  audience. 
All  went  well  at  the  beginning.  Bokrie  quoted 
various  passages  from  English  authors  correctly, 
and  was  about  to  finish  with  a  recitation  from 
Tennyson,  when  the  spirit  of  mischief  prompted 
the  man  in  front  to  interpose.  He  fixed  his 
eyes  upon  the  orator  and  Bokrie  stopped. 
The  stare  of  the  operator,  and  a  movement  of 
his  lips,  interpreted  the  unuttered  command, 
and  suggested  a  performance  which  Bokrie  had 
<2*iven  a  dav  or  two  before.  In  a  moment 
the  English  faces,  the  lights,  were  all  blurred 
into  a  cloud,  and  Bokrie  had  returned  to  his 
native  forest.  He  was  shouting  to  his  kindred 
in  the  uncouth  tongue  which  he  had  utterly  for¬ 
gotten,  and  was  preparing  to  lead  the  savage  hunt. 
Racer  leaped  on  to  the  platform  and  spoke  in  his 
ear,  but  Bokrie  could  not  recognise  him.  The 
performer  jumped  down  amongst  the  audience,  and 
as  they  parted  for  him  he  ran  through  the  lane, 
passed  the  doors,  and,  finding  himself  in  the  open 
air,  suddenly  sobered.  He  was  penitent  enough 
when  Racer  called  later  on,  but  confused  as  to  his 
exact  offence.  Racer  rated  him  soundlv,  but 
shielded  him  from  further  inquiry,  and  the  matter 
was  bushed  up.  Racer  discovered  how  the  mischief 
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bad  been  started,  and  the  miscarriage  of  his  plan 
confirmed  the  truth  of  his  theory.  He  left  Bokrie 
to  his  own  devices  for  a  short  time,  under  the 
belief  that  the  man  would  find  the  loss  of  his 
friendship  a  severe  penalty.  Unfortunately,  the 
desertion  produced  a  result  which  might  have  been 
foreseen.  Abandoned,  as  he  thought,  by  his  one 
strong  friend,  Bokrie  fell  into  the  deepest  de¬ 
pression.  Some  of  the  men  looked  him  up,  and, 
out  of  compassion  for  his  forlorn  lot,  they  drew 
him  into  a  round  of  gaiety.  At  a  dinner-party  of 
a  roystering  character  the  plot  was  hatched  which 
brought  Bokrie’s  University  career  to  a  conclusion. 
It  was  drawing  near  to  the  memorable  fifth  of 
November,  and  although  Town  and  Gown  riots  had 
laded  into  a  tradition,  and  an  explosive  entertain¬ 
ment  had  ceased  to  be  in  undergraduate  form,  the 
opportunity  for  a  piece  of  elaborate  fun  could  not 
be  passed  over  by  these  daring  spirits.  Bokrie 
was  urged  to  play  the  principal  part.  He  could 
not  appreciate  the  humour  of  it,  for  it  seemed  to 
him  only  a  dreary  rehearsal  in  the  open  air  of  the 
performances  which  had  sickened  him ;  but  he 
craved  for  the  approbation  of  his  comrades,  as  he 
felt  he  was  under  the  displeasure  of  the  higher 
powers. 

When  the  afternoon  had  dwindled  into  twi¬ 
light,  a  procession  appeared  on  the  King’s  Parade, 
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which  created  much  stir.  A  large  car,  drawn  by  a 
team  of  mules,  came  slowly  along;  a  gorilla, 
dressed  as  a  footman,  walking  with  each  pair.  At 
the  four  corners  of  the  car  were  different  specimens 
of  the  ape  tribe.  From  each  one  stretched  a  chain 
to  the  figure  throned  in  the  centre  of  the  car. 
This  was  Bokrie,  looking  gigantic  on  his  elevated 
seat.  He  was  dressed  as  an  African  chief,  and 
behind  him  stood  two  negroes,  carrying  a  banner 
with  the  inscription,  “  The  Link  no  longer  missing  ; 
The  Mutual  Friend  of  Man  and  his  Country 
Cousin.”  A  mob  quickly  gathered,  and  as  the 
leaders  of  the  team  were  turning  into  the  market¬ 
place,  their  passage  was  barred  by  the  police.  Two 
proctors  and  their  “  bull-dogs  ”  hurried  up,  for  in 
spite  of  the  property-man  and  the  burnt  cork,  it 
was  clear  to  the  eye  of  experience  that  most  of 
the  company  were  members  of  the  University. 
The  smaller  monkeys  were  lads  hired  for  the 
occasion,  and  these  coiled  up  their  tails  and  took 
to  their  heels.  The  passengers  on  the  car  were 
disinclined  to  give  the  names  of  their  colleges,  and 
the  united  effort  of  the  two  sets  of  authority  only 
succeeded  in  removing  the  mules  from  the  con¬ 
veyance.  An  attempt  to  storm  the  castle  was 
met  by  a  fusillade  of  squibs  and  crackers.  The 
intermediate  link  sent  up  a  rocket,  and  the  two 
black  footmen  discharged  Bo  man  candles  around 
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their  illustrious  chief.  This  could  not  go  on  for 
long,  and  a  last  charge  of  the  police  and  their 
allies  disheartened  the  defenders  and  scattered 
them  in  all  directions.  Bokrie  was  left  behind  in 
the  grip  of  two  policemen,  and  when  he  realised 
that  the  play  was  finished,  he  asked  to  go  home. 
There  was  a  discussion  between  the  officials  about 
him,  and  not  understanding  the  delay,  he  shook 
himself  free  and  started  to  run.  They  gave  chase, 
but  he  was  too  quick  for  them,  and  without  giving 
thought  to  any  other  consideration  than  the  bare 
idea  of  an  escape,  he  made  for  the  open  country. 
They  followed  him  as  far  as  the  lamps  extended, 
and  then  gave  up  the  pursuit,  glad  to  be  relieved 
from  a  disagreeable  duty. 

During  that  night  a  strange  figure,  dressed 
like  a  savage,  blackened  and  travel-stained,  darted 
through  mauy  a  lonely  village.  He  took  rest 
and  food  on  the  road,  for  he  had  money;  but 
when  he  approached  London  he  changed  his 
clothing  at  a  wayside  cottage.  On  the  following 
afternoon  he  was  begging  for  work  at  the 
Thames-side  wharves. 
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XV. 

The  mountain  of  the  Beatitudes  is  ringed  about  with 
the  deep  cleft  of  humiliation,  and  through  this  depression 
the  lowly  ones  ascend  to  their  triumph. 

Christina  heard  that  Bokrie  had  disappeared,  for 
Bacer  sent  to  her  a  local  journal  containing 
a  graphic  account  of  the  occurrence.  It  was 
entitled  “  The  Apotheosis  of  the  Man-Ape,  ’ 
and  almost  suggested  that  Bokrie  had  gone  up 
with  his  own  rocket,  but  had  not  come  down 
with  the  stick.  She  expected  that  he  would 
reappear  after  a  short  concealment,  as  it  had 
happened  with  previous  escapades.  When  a  week 
had  passed  and  he  had  not  presented  himself, 
she  feared  some  worse  evil,  and  wrote  to  ltacer 
for  advice.  The  professor  was  out  of  temper, 
and  replied  briefly  that  he  hoped  the  man  would 
come  to  grief,  for  he  had  become  a  nuisance  to 
them  all.  Christina  remonstrated,  and  reminded 
him  that  he  had  made  his  own  terms,  and  as 
he  had  failed  with  his  system,  it  was  now  her 
turn.  Racer  assented  to  the  reasoning,  and  came 
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up  to  London  to  give  effect  to  the  conclusion. 
He  went  the  round  of  the  hospitals  and  the 
workhouses,  told  the  police,  and  inserted  an 
advertisement  to  the  effect  that  :  “If  B.,  who 
left  Cambridge  suddenly,  without  his  luggage, 
would  communicate  with  A.  and  C.,  solicitors,  he 
would  hear  of  something  much  to  his  advantage.” 
But  the  bait  was  not  taken,  and  Bokrie’s  fate 
threatened  to  be  a  London  mystery. 

Then  Christina  put  the  case  into  Lucy’s  hands, 
and  the  Zulu  girl  took  the  list  of  music-halls 
which  Racer  had  given,  and  made  her  inquiries  at 
back-doors,  and  amongst  servants  and  work-people. 
She  walked  about  the  streets  adjoining  the 
Thames  and  the  docks  for  several  days,  speaking 
to  every  foreigner,  at  the  risk  of  an  insulting 
word  or  a  threatened  blow.  She  was  losing 
heart,  and  had  been  making  unfavourable  com¬ 
parisons  between  the  native  black  man  and  the 
coarser  native  of  London-by-Thames,  when  she 
lighted  upon  the  lost  piece  of  silver.  She  had 
made  her  way  from  the  Tower  into  Eastcheap, 
and,  looking  down  one  of  the  steep  lanes  which 
plunge  headlong  towards  Billingsgate,  she  caught 
sight  of  a  string  of  porters,  like  ants,  following- 
one  another  with  boxes  and  barrels  on  their 
heads.  She  turned  into  the  lane  and  walked 
to  the  bottom.  The  groups  of  men  standing  at 
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the  corners  and  before  the  taverns  were  mostly 
fish-porters  who  were  enjoying  a  lazy  smoke 
and  lounge  before  going  off  work.  The  activity 
of  the  fruit-porters  gave  that  zest  to  their 
recreation  which  is  a  part  of  the  enjoyment  of 
leisure.  The  fruit-porters  were  steadily  at  their 
task,  streaming  across  Lower  Thames  Street  from 
the  wharves  on  the  one  side  to  the  warehouses 
on  the  other.  The  roadway  was  blocked  with 
vans  and  barrows,  so  that  the  cross-current 
was  sometimes  twisted  or  checked.  Lucy  stood 
for  a  few  minutes  watching  the  files  of  loaded 
and  returning  labourers,  and  her  presence  soon 
attracted  the  loafers,  whose  chaff  of  their  toiling 
comrades  was  beednniim  to  lose  its  freshness. 

Finding  that  the  customary  clicking  and  whist¬ 
ling  did  not  attract  the  girl’s  attention,  one  of  the 
group  advanced  to  Lucy,  and  in  mock  courtesy, 
taking  off  his  greasy  cap,  said :  “  My  dear,  will 
you  give  us  a  little  hit  of  a  song?”  The  girl 
turned  away  indignantly.  '‘I  ain’t  your  favourite 
nigger,  I  know,”  continued  the  man ;  “  but  I  can 
give  you  the  step,  my  black-eyed  Susan,”  and 
he  caught  the  girl  by  the  shoulders  and  danced 
round  with  her,  in  spite  of  her  cries  and  struggles, 
to  the  roars  of  laughter  of  his  companions. 
This  might  have  continued  for  some  minutes, 
had  not  a  fist  descended  upon  the  man’s  head. 
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driving  liis  cap  over  his  eyes  and  stunning  him. 
When  he  had  staggered  against  the  wall  and 
recovered  his  sight  and  sense,  he  glared  at  his 
assailant  and  rolled  up  his  sleeves ;  for  words  failed 
him,  and  he  wanted  his  breath  for  action.  For 
a  moment  he  checked  himself,  and  he  did  not 
advance  to  the  battle.  Before  him  stood  a  giant 
fruit-porter,  with  the  left  hand  raised  to  steady 
the  box  upon  his  bent  back,  but  with  the  other 
arm,  a  long,  dangerous  weapon,  free.  The  fish- 
porter  felt  his  courage  slipping,  but,  in  the 
presence  of  the  familiar  crowd,  determined  to 
face  the  enemy. 

“  Come  along,  you  lanky  -bones  !  ”  he  shouted; 
“  come  and  show  fight  for  your  missus  !  ”  Down 
went  the  box  to  the  pavement,  the  padded 
cushion  was  dropped  from  the  head,  and  Bokrie 
drew  up  to  his  full  height.  The  fish-porter 
made  for  him,  and  pounded  gallantly  for  a 
second  or  two;  but  Bokrie  gripped  him,  thrust 
him  back  at  arm’s  length,  and  with  one  single 
twist  Hung  him  into  the  roadway.  The  crowd 
got  angry  and  shouted :  “  ’Taint  fair  fighting, 

lie’s  a  foreign  johnnie;  why  don’t  he  let  drive 
like  an  English  ’un  P  ”  and  so  on.  The  defeated 
man,  to  do  him  justice,  was  prepared  to  come 
on  again  and  take  his  thrashing ;  but  the  mob 
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grew  threatening,  and  Lucy,  putting  her  hand 
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on  Bokrie’s  arm,  implored  him  to  come  away 
with  her.  He  picked  up  his  load,  and  she 
walked  by  Ins  side  to  the  warehouse.  She  had 
to  argue  with  him  for  some  time  before  she 
persuaded  him  to  leave  his  work  for  the  day 
and  to  come  home.  “  I  dare  not  see  Miss 
Buefold.  What  will  she  say  to  me,  what  does 
she  think  of  me  ?  ”  he  repeated  again  and  again. 
He  told  Lucy  that  he  meant  to  hide  from  his 
friends  in  London  for  ever. 

Although  there  was  difficulty  in  getting  him 
into  the  house,  he  was  quiet  enough  in  the  presence 
of  Christina.  He  kept  his  eyes  away  from  her, 
and  listened  to  her  chiding  with  a  meek  and 
melancholy  countenance. 

“  I  told  you  I  could  not  make  any  real 

progress  under  the  professor,”  he  said,  at  last 
finding  a  voice.  “  But  it  is  worse  than  that.  I 
have  lost  your  favour  too ;  you  will  never 

be  kind  to  me  again.  I  shall  go  away  and 

never  see  you,  except  in  the  beautiful  church 
and  in  dreams.  When  the  evening  star  comes 
into  the  clear  sky,  I  shall  say :  ‘  There,  there  is 
my  lady.  She  is  above  me,  I  shall  never  reach 
her ;  the  way  is  too  steep.  I  have  fallen  to  the 
earth,  on  which  I  must  always  crawl ;  her  heavens 
are  out  of  my  reach.’  ” 

“  Indeed  no,  Bokrie  ;  you  can  come  up  to 
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me,”  replied  Christina,  with  a  heart  full  of  pity. 
“  You  don’t  need  learning,  or  fine  manners,  to  he 
a  good  man  ;  but  you  must  believe — must  think. 
Oh,  Bokrie,  Bokrie  !  ”  cried  the  girl,  breaking 
away  incoherently,  “  we  have  done  our  best  for 
you,  one  after  another,  and  yet  here  you  are, 
none  the  better  for  it  all.  Would  that  the  God 
of  man  and  brute  would  take  the  task  out  of 
our  hands ! 

“  Will  you  say  a  prayer  for  me,  Miss  Ruefold  r 
Your  God  won’t  listen  to  me ;  I  am  not  His 
sort ;  He  would  not  have  anything  to  say 
to  me.” 

“  Of  course  I  will  pray  for  you.  What  are 
you  going  to  do  ?  ” 

“  I  shall  go  to  my  work  to-morrow ;  but  I 
will  come  away  at  the  dinner-hour.  Miss  Ruefold, 
will  you  do  me  a  kindness  ?  ” 

“  What  is  it?” 

“  Let  me  go  for  a  walk  with  you  to-morrow 
afternoon.  I  want  to  walk  beside  you  as  I  used 
to  do.  I  will  act  properly  like  other  persons, 
and  I  have  a  new  suit  of  clothes,  bought  at  the 
great  plate- glass  tailor’s.” 

“You  have  some  money  left?”  asked  Christina, 
in  surprise. 

“  I  hid  some  before  I  left  London.  I  was 
afraid  to  take  it  to  Cambridge,  lest  I  might 
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spend  it  like  a  fool  or  lose  it.  When  that  has 
gone,  the  professor  has  still  more.” 

“Where  are  we  to  walk?”  inquired  Christina. 

“In  the  crowded  street — anywhere,  so  that  I 
may  feel  you  near  me.  If  your  Grod  ever  finds 
me,  it  will  be  through  luck,  when  I  am  by  your 
side.” 


XVI. 


“  Knock,  and  it  shall  be  opened  unto  you." 

On  tlie  next  afternoon  Christina  and  Bokrie 
moved  about  the  muddy  and  gloomy  city  for  an 
hour  or  more.  Nobody  looked  at  them  or  cared 
for  them.  In  Cornhill  and  Lombard  Street  the 
crowd  was  better  clothed,  and  the  asphalte  was 
cleaner.  In  other  respects  it  was  the  same 
surging  river  of  humanity — whether  it  poured 
through  Aldgate  or  rolled  out  at  the  Temple. 
If  a  blocked  crossing  checked  it  for  a  minute,  it 
grew  thick  and  clamorous.  At  the  converging 
of  streets  there  were  confused  eddies.  The 
narrow  courts  and  alleys  poured  light  streams 
into  the  main  currents,  or  relieved  the  swollen 
torrents  by  sucking  in  some  of  their  super¬ 
abundance.  It  was  impossible  to  talk ;  there 
was  only  an  opportunity  of  throwing  a  word 
from  one  to  the  other  through  the  noise  made 
by  this  turbulent  energy.  It  was  yet  early  in 
the  afternoon  ;  but  the  day — a  gray  ghost — was 
ready  to  retreat  from  the  December  sky,  as  it 
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conscious  of  its  failure.  The  shops  were  showing 
lights  with  an  air  of  impatience  at  the  pretence 
of  daylight,  anxious  to  be  done  with  the  farce, 
and  to  settle  into  the  honest  darkness  of  the 
long  night. 

Christina  was  tired,  not  with  the  distance 
they  had  walked,  but  through  the  fatigued 
attention.  She  proposed  to  turn  aside  into  a 
churchyard  which  had  been  converted  into  a 
prim  garden.  Away  from  the  tall  buildings, 
they  were  surprised  to  see  how  much  daylight 
yet  lingered.  The  path  ran  through  the  grave¬ 
yard,  cutting  it  into  two  unequal  portions.  It 
was  a  long  lane  fenced  with  a  railing,  and 
it  connected  two  great  thoroughfares.  Thin, 
straggling  lines  of  people  were  always  threading 
it ;  but  in  the  middle  of  the  passage  there  were 
a  couple  of  wooden  benches,  and  these  made  a 
quiet  resting-place.  The  roar  of  the  great  arteries 
fell  lower,  and  the  huge  Georgian  church  behind  rose 
like  a  protector  of  the  wayfarer.  Its  unconscious 
ugliness  on  so  large  a  scale  almost  reached  the 
sublime.  They  sat  down,  and  for  a  minute  or 
two  there  was  nothing  said.  Beyond  the  railing 
in  front  of  them  there  was  a  stretch  of  turf, 
broken  by  circular  beds  raked  clean  and  neat,  and 
by  flat  slabs  of  stone.  A  small  fountain  played 
in  the  middle  of  the  ground,  and,  when  the  feet 
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on  the  pavement  were  not  too  frequent,  they 
caught  its  faint  splash.  On  the  rim  of  the 
small  basin  two  pigeons  were  gracefully  poised. 
The  sparrows  were  dodging  about  in  search  of 
a  supper,  and  claimed  part  of  the  food  which  had 
been  thrown  to  the  pigeons.  A  high  wall  rose  on 
the  further  side,  pierced  by  the  lighted  windows 
of  business  premises.  The  vacant  spaces  of  wall 
carried  the  names  of  the  traders,  and  a  row  of 
gravestones — like  a  line  of  irregular  teeth — was 
fixed  against  the  basement,  and  set  out  in 
faded  letters  the  names  and  virtues  of  departed 
citizens.  Above  might  be  read:  “  Calway  and 
Gfypsum,  Printers  and  Lithographers  ;  Smart, 
Marlrigg  and  Company,  Ltd.,  Sole  Agents  for 
"the  Mammoth  Hide  Boots  and  below,  little 
cherub  heads  fluttered  over  the  worn-out  in¬ 
scriptions,  and  “Here  lyeth,”  “of  this  Parish,” 
a  text  of  Scripture,  or  a  verse  of  a  hymn  might 
be  picked  out  by  careful  eyes. 

Bokrie  was  silent,  but  he  looked  satisfied. 
It  was  enough  for  him  to  be  for  a  couple  of 
hours  in  the  company  of  the  woman  he  worshipped  ; 
the  future  must  take  care  of  itself. 

“  You  know  that  we  are  sitting  above  the 
graves  of  those  who  died  long  ago,”  began 
Christina,  after  an  interval  of  silence. 

“  Yes,  Miss  Iluefo’d ;  but  it  does  not  hurt 
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them ;  they  don’t  know  it,  and  never  will.  They 
cannot  have  enjoyed  their  lives  in  this  misty 
city.  Better  for  them  to  have  lived  out  their 
time  in  our  bright  Africa.” 

“So  we  think;  but  God  can  make  up  for  all 
loss  suffered  in  this  world.  I  wonder  whether  they 
care  about  the  garden  and  the  birds  ;  the  shifting 
of  the  head-stones ;  the  general  covering-up  and 
forgetfulness.” 

“You  have  a  long  life  before  you,  Miss 
Buefold  ;  but  the  dust-cart  will  soon  call  for  me  ; 
and  then,  what  does  it  matter  ?  it  is  all  over.  I 
should  not  trouble  much  about  the  dust-bin  for 
myself.” 

“  There  is  something  over  and  above !  ”  ex¬ 
claimed  Christina.  “  I  know  it,  I  feel  it.  It 
comes  to  me  in  broad  daylight ;  in  the  dead  of 
the  night.  The  beyond,  the  far-away,  is  all  about 
me  ;  I  can  touch  it,  and  am  satisfied.” 

A  workman  with  a  bag  of  tools  sat  on  the 


next  seat,  and  his  neighbourhood  put  a  stop  to 
conversation.  Bokrie  continued  watching  the 
passengers;  Christina  was  deep  in  thought.  The 
workman  stared  about  in  an  absent,  gloomy  way; 
he  was  too  jaded  to  care  for  sentiment.  Presently 
he  got  up  and  stood  with  his  hand  on  the 
railing,  looking  at  the  fountain  and  the  pigeons. 
He  searched  in  his  pocket  and  brought  out  a 
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piece  of  bread — a  remnant  from  a  meal.  He 
leaned  forward  and  offered  the  bread  on  the  palm 
of  his  hand.  A  pigeon,  foraging  on  the  ground 
with  ruffling  jerks  of  its  soft  neck,  caught  sight 
of  him,  considered  the  offer  for  a  second  with  its 
dainty  little  head  on  one  side,  and  then  rose 
into  the  air.  Twice  it  circled  round  the  man 
with  the  courage  of  familiarity ;  yet  an  invisible 
line  marked  the  limit  of  prudence,  and  it  would 
not  come  near  enough.  The  man  held  up  the 
bread  higher,  and  the  bird  flew  back  to  its  own 
ground,  thinking  the  prize  unequal  to  the  risk. 
Then  the  man  slung  his  tools  over  his  shoulder, 
and  moved  away. 

“  Do  you  see  that  ?  ”  exclaimed  Christina. 
“Jesus  Christ  may  have  appeared  to  His  neigh¬ 
bours  and  friends  just  like  that  man.  He  did 
a  good  day’s  work,  felt  tired,  and  went  home  to 
His  supper.  He  thought  when  He  was  a  boy 
that  He  was  intended  to  do  great  things ;  but 
He  grew  up  in  His  plain  home  to  be  the  same 
as  the  rest  of  His  class.  No  voice  spoke  to 
Him,  although  He  listened  for  it  often,  until 
His  heart  chilled  with  doubt,  and  He  grew 
accustomed  to  the  common  round  of  life.  One 
day  the  change  came;  the  Voice  called  Him; 
a  Dove  descended  from  above  and  alighted  upon 
Him.  It  nestled  unseen  in  His  heart.  It  never 
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left  Him.  There  was  no  need  to  coax  It  to 
come  to  Him.  For  ever  after  He  knew  that 
He  was  tlie  Son  of  God.” 

“  Hear  little  pigeons  !  I  should  like  to  carry 
one  in  my  coat.  I  would  sing  gently  to  it ;  I 
would  be  so  kind,”  said  Bokrie. 

“  You  may  have  your  wish,  Bokrie,  if  you  look 
to  God.  You  have  mind  and  body,  thought  and 
feeling.  The  cage  is  ready  for  the  gift  of  the 
spirit — pray  for  it.” 

“No  use,  no  use,”  he  replied,  shaking  his  head. 
“  I  am  not  like  your  Jesus;  I  was  not  bom  a  son 
of  God;  I  am  only  a  big  beast  without  a  spirit.” 

“  Go,  ask  for  it,  go,”  she  said,  moved  by  a 
sudden  impulse,  which  she  hardly  realised.  She 
put  her  hand  upon  his  arm  and  pushed  him 
slightly.  He  stood  up  and  staggered  as  he  moved 
slowly  away,  as  if  a  blow  had  been  given  him.  She 
watched  him.  He  steadied  himself  at  the  railing 
and  moved  on.  Then  the  night  appeared  suddenly 
to  close  in  upon  him,  and  to  swallow  him  up.  In 
a  few  moments  the  last  pale  threads  of  daylight 
had  vanished.  He  had  gone  from  sight,  but  she 
dared  not  stir.  There  was  a  sense  of  some  change 
which  aroused  and  alarmed  her.  People  were  still 
passing  ;  the  lights  were  all  about ;  the  broad  hum 
of  the  streets  sang  to  her ;  a  piano-organ  struck 
up  a  lively  air  for  dancing ; — she  could  not  feel 


A  MODERN  STORY  OF  EVOLUTION.  239 

alone,  and  yet  slie  felt  herself  to  he  the  lonely 
spectator  of  a  drama.  She  waited  ten  minutes  or 
more,  and  then  suddenly  Bokrie  stood  before  her. 

“  I  have  found  it,”  he  said,  and  she  got  up 
directly  and  looked  into  his  face.  He  held  his 
head  erect ;  his  eyes  were  bright ;  there  was  some¬ 
thing  new  and  strange  in  his  expression.  She 
waited  for  him  to  go  on  ;  her  heart  was  beating. 

“  I  hear  music,”  he  said,  looking  about. 

“  It  is  only  a  piano  -  organ,”  whispered 
Christina. 

“  There  is  music  everywhere,”  he  continued. 
“  I  thought  the  world  was  full  of  jarring  noise,  but 
all  works  for  harmony,  and  I  can  hear  the  sound." 

“Where  have  you  been?”  she  mustered 
courage  to  ask. 

“  Only  a  few  steps,  close  to  that  archway.  I 
leaned  against  the  wall  and  trembled.-  I  heard  the 
voice  of  God ;  it  went  through  me  like  a  flame,  and 
the  spirit  entered  after.  It  remains  with  me — I 
am  a  man.” 

They  walked  slowly  side  by  side,  and  found 
themselves  in  the  busy  street  again.  Christina 
turned  for  home,  and  he  kept  near  to  her — not  as 
the  faithful  dog,  but  as  one  who  cared  for  her  with 
his  greater  knowledge  and  strength.  He  guarded 
her  across  the  streets  and  directed  rather  than 
followed.  No  word  passed  between  them  until  the 
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doorstep  was  reached,  when  Christina  bade  him 
good-bye,  and  said,  “  You  have  found  the  light  at 
last,  Bokrie ;  give  thanks  for  it.” 

“  It  is  due  to  you,  Christina  Ruefold,”  he 
answered.  “  I  followed  you  to  the  gate  of 
Heaven.” 

He  left,  and  she  watched  him  down  the  street. 
Shabby  in  dress,  ungainly  in  carriage,  lanky  in 
form — all  these  he  was  still ;  but  the  casket  was 
alive  with  a  new  treasure.  He  could  not  yet  go 
back  to  his  lodging ;  he  could  not  sleep  that  night. 
He  was  afraid  of  sleeping  at  all,  lest  he  should 
awake  to  the  old  state  and  find  his  full  liberty 
only  a  dream.  He  satisfied  his  hunger  and  thirst 
at  a  tea-shop,  and  then  started  for  a  long  trudge 
through  the  London  streets.  First  of  all  he  pushed 
westwards,  through  the  Strand,  until  he  found 
himself  at  the  “Happy  Valley.”  He  went  round 
to  the  door  which  was  used  for  the  stage  people, 
and  thought  of  his  own  entries  and  exits.  He  had 
only  to  ask  for  an  engagement,  and  he  would  be 
given  once  more  a  place  on  the  bill.  He  felt  a 
strong  inclination  to  apply ;  to  go  through  the  old 
performance,  and  then  at  the  lecture  time,  when 
the  showman  was  describing  his  origin,  to  break 
in  with  the  shout,  “  God  has  called  me  by  name  ; 
I  am  a  man  !  ”  Young  women  drove  up  in  their 
broughams  ;  seedy  workmen  slipped  in  and  out ; 
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well-dressed  loafers  hung  about  the  corner,  but 
nobody  recognised  Bokrie.  When  the  evening 
performance  began  he  entered  the  building  and 
paid  for  a  seat  among  the  audience.  It  was  a 
tedious  matter  to  him,  but  he  sat  out  its  whole 
length,  and  wondered  at  the  patience  of  those  who 
had  tasted  better  things.  Then  he  got  a  meal,  and 
turned  into  the  heart  of  the  west  in  the  hour  before 
midnight.  He  found  himself  in  the  rough  crowd 
he  knew  too  well.  Gaudy  women  attended  by  their 
satellites  plied  their  trade.  Respectable  people 
were  pushing  through  the  throng  on  their  home¬ 
ward  way.  Delicate  girls,  carefully  shielded  from 
contact  with  their  fallen  sisters,  were  led  daintily 
to  their  carriages.  There  were  flashing  lights, 
shouts  of  men  and  boys,  the  crackle  of  tipsy 
laughter,  an  interlacing  of  all  sorts  and  conditions 
of  men  and  women,  and  here  and  there  a  few 
indulgent  policemen.  He  was  in  the  centre  of 
Christendom,  but  he  thought  of  the  orgies  of 
African  paganism.  Here  was  offered  nightly 
sacrifice  to  the  bestial  powers. 

After  the  boom  of  midnight  from  the  bell ‘at 
Westminster,  he  made  his  way  to  the  Embankment. 
The  full  stream,  patched  with  dark  masses  and 
dotted  with  lights,  ran,  like  the  mystery  of  life, 
between  the  sleeping  shores.  The  sky  had  cleared, 
and  the  scattered  points  of  light  overhead  formed 


242 


THE  QUICKENING  OF  CALIBAN: 


to  him  strange  characters  which  might  solve  the 
enigma  if  only  man  could  find  a  key  to  the  writing. 
So  in  past  ages  man  had  striven  to  snatch  the 
secret  of  the  future  from  those  stars.  There  stood 
the  monolith — a  stranger  in  a  strange  land — which 
bore  the  hieroglyphics  of  a  language  once  unknown. 
It  had  given  up  its  secret,  and  perhaps  along  the 
shining  page  of  the  heavens  the  fingers  of  a  man’s 
hand  might  presently  spell  the  message.  Bokrie 
withdrew  his  thoughts  from  this  wider  range,  and 
settled  them  upon  the  slouching  wayfarers,  and  the 
sleeping  figures,  clasping  their  rags  in  their  cold 
dreams.  The  command  of  thought,  the  power  of 
sustained  attention,  was  to  him  a  happy  novelty. 
He  had  a  few  shillings  left  in  his  pocket,  and  he 
divided  the  money  amongst  the  worst  looking  of 
the  outcasts.  Nature  frowned  upon  them  ;  Society 
would  not  own  them  ;  it  seemed  to  him  that  they 
belonged  only  to  God.  If  the  Goodness  had 
descended  upon  him,  surely  it  would  gather  these 
miserable  creatures  into  its  ample  folds  ?  Here  and 
hereafter  he  was  kin  to  them,  and  as  he  touched 
the  Divine  with  one  hand,  with  the  other  he 
found  his  brotherhood  writh  man. 

He  grew  tired  at  last  and  dropped  into  a  seat 
on  one  of  the  bridges.  He  fell  asleep  and  dreamed 
that  he  walked  with  Christina  in  the  African 
forest-land.  They  were  never  to  be  parted  again  ; 
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but  the  love  they  bore  to  each  other  found  its 
gratification  in  the  blessings  they  carried  from 
village  to  village.  As  they  passed  through  the 
land  the  war-shout  melted  into  the  Christian  hymn. 
He  must  have  slept  for  a  long  time,  for  when  he 
was  roused  he  felt  cramped  and  cold,  and  the  early 
carts  were  rattling  over  the  bridge.  A  policeman 
flashed  his  lamp  upon  him,  and  shook  him  roughly. 
“  Get  out  of  this,  young  fellow,  get  to  your  bed  ; 
you  will  be  sober  by  noon,”  said  the  officer.  Bokrie 
felt  the  animal  wake  in  him ;  the  new  spiritual 
force  was  off  guard.  The  blood  mounted  to  his 
brain  ;  his  fingers  tingled.  In  another  moment 
rage  would  have  mastered  him,  and  the  habit  of 
the  old  brute-life  asserted  itself.  Just  then  he 
saw  the  picture  of  the  graveyard  garden  out¬ 
lined  on  the  dark  background.  Christina  looked 
at  him  in  wonder;  he  felt  the  fire  of  the  Voice 
within  him.  By  the  first  great  effort  of  self- 
control,  he  seized  the  reins  of  speech  and  motion, 
and  they  obeyed  him.  Without  a  word  he  returned 
to  the  Embankment  and  followed  the  course  of 
the  river. 

The  new  day  of  labour  had  broken  upon  the 
city,  although  the  sky  was  hardly  gray.  Bokrie 
left  the  river  at  Blackfriars,  but  returned  to  it  once 
more  at  London  Bridge.  He  leaned  upon  the 
parapet  and  looked  eastward  across  the  confused 
Q  2 
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masts  and  spires.  Behind  the  haze  of  mist  and 
smoke  there  grew  a  patch  of  orange,  a  spatter  of 
dull  brown-red,  and  he  knew  that  the  sun  was 
coming.  He  exulted  at  the  thought  that  the  sun 
which  had  left  him  a  brute  would  hnd  him  a  man. 
No  backward  sweep  of  his  nature  had  deprived  him 
of  his  gift.  He  belonged  to  the  great  company 
of  the  heavens  ;  lie  would  live  on  in  the  infinite 
reaches  of  time  and  space.  He  lifted  his  cap  to 
the  Great  Unseen,  and  then  he  remembered 
Christina.  Why  should  not  he  think  of  her  as  the 
highest  of  earth  to  him  ?  He  had  been  saved  by 
her  compassion  from  himself.  She  had  led  him  by 
the  silken  cord  of  her  pity  to  the  doors  of  eternal 
life.  There  she  stood — a  pure  priestess — and 
made  intercession  for  him.  Her  prayer  had  swung 
the  heavy  hinge  of  gold,  and  as  the  glory  broke 
upon  him  he  learned  the  prayer  for  himself. 

Ho  not  children  climb  up  to  God  across 
their  mothers’  breasts  and  fathers’  knees?  Has 
not  the  Deity  made  human  love  the  stepping-stone 
by  which  we  reach  to  His  Fatherhood  ?  Did 
He  not  take  the  same  way  when  He  came  down 
to  us  in  the  Person  of  His  Well-beloved  ? 
These  were  the  thoughts  which  rose  in  Bokrie’s 
mind  as  he  turned  back  to  his  lodging.  He 
would  wait  until  the  day  was  fully  awake  before 
he  presented  himself  to  the  woman  he  loved.  She 
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should  have  the  first  offering  of  his  new  powers, 
and  under  her  advice  he  would  take  the  first 
steps  on  the  opened  road.  There  was  no  remorse 
for  sin  to  mingle  its  bitterness  with  his  rejoicing. 
The  things  of  which  he  was  now  ashamed  he 
had  done  in  time  past  ignorantly.  But  the  dread 
of  a  return  to  them  made  him  shudder.  He 
committed  himself  to  the  Highest  Strength,  and 
felt  at  peace. 


XVII. 

lie. — The  love  of  to-day  is  a  warm  and  living  thing ; 
it  is  sufficient  for  the  present.  After  death  another  sort 
if  you  like. 

She. — No,  no.  The  love  I  desire  must  live  beyond 
the  shadows.  Else  I  will  take  the  hands  invisible,  and 
share,  even  now,  in  the  passion  which  shall  endure  for 

ever.  _ 

“  When  do  you  say  Christina  means  to  marry 
him?”  asked  Mrs.  Fallowfett,  as  the  family  had 
a  few  moments  together  in  the  week  before 
Christmas. 

“  She  does  not  intend  to  marry  him,” 
answered  her  daughter.  “  He  is  to  leave  for  his 
native  part  of  Africa  immediately,  and  she  will 
return  to  Union  Vineyard.  I  think  she  wants  to 
start  some  further  scheme ;  hut  I  don’t  suppose 
they  will  work  together.” 

“  Worse  and  worse,”  said  Mrs.  Fallowfett. 
“  I  thought  that  the  girl  would  never  come  to 
good,  in  spite  of  the  fuss  made  about  her.  It 
was  only  a  flash  in  the  pan ;  my  first  opinion 
was  right.” 

“You  are  both  wrongly  informed,”  put  in 
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Gregory  Fallowfett,  throwing  aside  his  newspaper. 
“  Forest  Bokrie  is  sane  enough  at  the  present 
time.  I  don’t  pretend  to  understand  all  that  has 
happened ;  but  Christina  has  managed  to  cure 
him,  and  there  is  nothing  else  between  them. 
But  th  is  Bokrie  has  played  the  game  a  little  too 
long,  and  now  he  has  to  pay  up  the  stakes. 
His  lungs  are  hopelessly  out  of  order — so  the 
doctors  say — and  he  can’t  look  forward  to  a  long 
life.  They  say  that  he  may  hang  on  a  bit  in 
Africa — that  is,  on  the  high,  dry  plateau.  If  he 
goes  to  that  Union  Vineyard,  he  will  simply 
stumble  into  his  grave.” 

“  She  is  going  there,”  said  Vesper. 

“Yes,  I  know,”  her  father  replied.  “She  is 
better  with  her  uncle,  teaching  the  blacks.  That 
is  the  mischief  of  concentrating  all  your  life  on 
one  object.  If  the  object  grows  too  good,  or  dies, 
you  are  left  stranded.  Now,  a  girl  might  take 
up  art,  and  there  would  be  no  end  to  it ;  or 
societj^,  which  renews  its  youth  every  season. 
She  might  even  discard  one  lover  and  be  on 
with  a  new  one.  Yes,  I  see  that  I  am 
on  dangerous  ground.  What  is  the  matter, 
Vesper  ?  ” 

“  Nothing  at  all.  Of  course,  you  know  that 
Vincent  Gracebroke  is  keeping  Forest  Bokrie 
company  in  the  train  of  Christina?” 
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“Surely  he  has  not  been  ordered  by  his 
doctor  to  Africa?”  exclaimed  Mrs.  Fallowfett. 

“  I  don’t  think  she  wants  him,”  answered 
Vesper  ;  “  in  fact,  I  am  sure  she  does  not.  But 
she  has  a  passion  for  reforming  men.  She  keeps 
them  dangling  after  her  with  the  idea  that  she 
is  going  to  save  their  souls.  They  like  it  until 
the  crisis  comes.  Then  she  is  indignant  at  being 
misunderstood,  and  drives  them  away.” 

“Yon  will  not  find  Vesper  give  way  to  such 
trashy  nonsense,”  said  Mrs.  Fallowfett.  “  She 
will  never  give  you  one-half  the  trouble  which 
your  ward  lias  brought  upon  you.  Wash  your 
hands  of  the  whole  business,  and  hand  Christina 
over  to  her  uncle.” 

“  I  am  afraid,  my  dear,  that  I  have  anticipated 
your  good  advice.  I  pay  Christina  her  quarterly 
income,  enclose  a  few  lines  of  counsel  with  the 
cheque — just  as  some  people  send  a  tract  with  an 
ordinary  business  letter — and  there  it  comes  to 
an  end.  But  Vesper  does  not  even  disturb  my 
digestion  with  the  shadow  of  a  trouble.  She  has 
permitted  that  Gracebroke  to  slip  away  without 
the  embarrassment  of  an  interview.  Yes,  I  know 
that  there  is  someone  else,  and  don’t  mind  so 
long  as  I  can  distinguish  between  number  one 
and  two,  and  don’t  exchange  their  Christian 
names  awkwardly.” 
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Vesper  listened  demurely,  as  if  the  sacrifice 
of  both  numbers  would  not  have  been  a  difficult 
matter  to  her,  and  that  she  could  gently  produce 
a  third  name  after  a  reputable  delay.  Gregory 
Fallowfett  admired  Christina,  but  took  her  to  be  a 
splendid  fool ;  yet  her  very  folly  seemed  to  be  a 
corrective  of  the  hard  world,  which  tainted  with 
its  sordid  motives  the  finer  texture  of  womanhood. 
He  saw  clearly  enough  that  the  emotional  nature 
of  womankind  would  make  for  itself  a  more 
dangerous  outlet  if  denied  the  luxury  of  religious 
expression. 

The  Hew  Year  came,  and  with  it  Christina 
completed  her  arrangements  for  leaving  England. 
There  was  nothing  to  keep  her,  no  fresh  enter¬ 
prise  to  engage  her  thought;  no  clinging  hands 
of  love  to  detain  her.  Bokrie  required  her  no 
longer ;  he  almost  promised  to  be  her  teacher  as 
well  as  her  protector.  There  was  an  ache  at 
her  heart  mingled  with  the  satisfaction.  The 
situation  would  soon  become  a  strained  one.  She 
could  not  keep  him  about  her  under  the  altered 
conditions.  It  was  with  a  sense  of  relief  that 
she  heard  the  imperative  medical  order  for  him 
to  get  away  from  England.  She  did  not  under¬ 
stand  its  gravity,  or  realise  that  it  meant  a 
sentence  of  death.  She  wished  Bokrie  to  start 
first,  and  she  would  follow  in  a  little  while.  The 
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Fallowfetts  did  not  want  her;  the  professor  had 
gone  back  to  his  work  in  disgust  with  all 
experiments  in  reformation,  and  she  was  only  in 
the  way  of  his  two  maiden  sisters.  She  might 
join  a  sisterhood ;  but  Africa  beckoned  to  her. 
The  time  soon  shortened  for  Bokrie.  His  few 
friends  almost  pushed  him  on  shipboard,  urging 
him  to  escape  before  the  east  wind  of  the 
English  spring  swept  over  the  threshold,  and 
claimed  its  victims. 

Gracebroke  had  not  seen  her  since  the  brief 
interview  in  Hyde  Park,  but  he  had  spent  an 
afternoon  more  than  once  in  the  East-end.  Of 
course  he  could  easily  have  found  her  had  he  tried 
to  do  so,  but  he  shrank  from  a  call,  yet  was 
prepared  to  risk  a  chance  encounter.  The  influence 
of  the  girl  could  sometimes  be  shut  out  of  his  life 
for  days  together.  A  bout  of  serious  work,  a 
round  of  excitement,  wine  and  light  women,  would 
keep  the  face  of  Christina  away,  or  at  worst  would 
only  permit  a  gentle  spectre  to  haunt  him.  When, 
however,  an  interval  of  rest  or  reflection  befell  him, 
the  image  of  the  girl,  and  the  fascination  of  her 
pure  enthusiasm  were  restored.  Taken  at  his 
own  standard,  his  life  was  pitifully  meagre.  He 
had  money  enough,  but  ambition  was  dying  down, 
and  he  found  his  appetite  for  repeated  doses  of 
rank  pleasure  a  failing  capacity.  He  was  not  an 
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animal  enough  to  limit  his  enjoyment  to  the  animal 
kingdom.  He  had  ignored  the  spiritual  element, 
and  doubted  whether  he  had  not  made  a  blunder. 
Pure  intellectual  pleasure  he  found  was  hardly  a 
possibility  without  a  consideration  for  the  spiritual. 
The  intellectual  would  not  work  amiably  with  the 
brute  animal,  and  was  pining  for  a  better  mate. 
Again,  by  accident,  he  came  across  Christina.  She 
had  been  with  Lucy  on  an  excursion  to  one  of  the 
show  spots  on  the  river,  and  the  two  were  passing 
through  Charing  Cross  station.  A  man  raised  his 
hat,  approached  them,  and  Christina  saw  that  the 
interview  must  be  given.  Telling  Lucy  to  go  to 
the  waiting-room,  she  held  out  her  hand  to  Grace- 
broke  and  remarked  that  it  was  a  greeting  and  a 
farewell  in  one,  for  she  was  returning  to  Africa. 
He  was  resolved  not  to  lose  her  directly,  and,  after 
touching  her  fingers,  he  walked  slowly  across  the 
open  pavement,  and  she  unconsciously  fell  into 
his  pace. 

“  I  am  leaving  also,”  he  said,  “  this  very  night. 
Spare  me  a  minute  or  two  ;  I  have  plenty  of  time 
for  the  train.  I  am  going  first  to  Paris,  then  to 
Vienna,  perhaps  to  Constantinople.  It  may  be 
south  of  the  Alps,  Florence,  Naples,  Egypt,  Tunis, 
Heaven  only  knows.  You  have  ruined  me  for  good 
and  all,  Christina.  If  you  are  going  to  Africa,  I 
must  touch  the  soil  of  the  same  continent,  even  if 
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you  are  thousands  of  miles  away.  Tunis,  Egypt, 
let  it  be  there.”  There  was  passion  in  his  voice, 
although  he  kept  it  at  the  well  bred  pitch  of 
conversation.  A  porter  came  up  at  that  moment 
with  the  rugs  and  bags.  “  The  boat-train — get 
me  a  smoking  compartment  to  myself  if  you  can,” 
Gracebroke  answered.  Christina  had  secured  a 
moment  for  ^atherino*  together  her  forces. 

O  o  o 

“  I  have  not  done  you  the  least  harm,”  she  said. 

“  Why  did  you  not  leave  me  alone  P  ”  he  asked. 
“  I  should  have  married  Vesper,  and  have  done  all 
that  I  am  capable  of  doing.  Why  did  you  thrust 
your  ideal  upon  me — the  beauty  of  your  moral 
womanhood  ?  I  was  contented  enough  before  I 
met  you,  both  with  myself  and  with  others.  You 
have  no  right  to  abandon  me  to  my  own  wretched¬ 
ness.” 

Up  came  the  porter  again.  “  Did  you  tell  me, 
sir,  to  register  your  luggage  through  to  Paris  ?  ” 
Gracebroke  turned  upon  him  savagely  :  “  Register 
it  to  hell  if  you  like — to  Paris,  of  course.” 

“  You  are  most  unjust,”  replied  Christina.  “  I 
never  interfered  between  you  and  Vesper  ;  never 
gave  you  the  least  encouragement.”  In  her  indig¬ 
nation  she  had  stopped  to  deliver  her  defence.  An 
engine  screamed  like  the  spirit  of  discord ;  a 
telegraph  bell  beat ;  people  scurried  past,  jostling 
them  in  their  hurry  for  the  trains. 
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“Hear  me,  Christina,  it  is  for  the  last  time,” 
he  exclaimed;  “  I  have  only  ten  minutes.  Bokrie 
has  gone;  now  take  me  in  hand.  You  don’t  love 
me,  I  can  quite  understand,  but  you  can  raise  me 
if  you  will.  Talk  to  me ;  let  me  visit  you  some¬ 
times  ;  your  atmosphere  will  give  me  a  sense  of 
home.  I  know  I  am  a  difficult  subject;  it  will 
take  a  long  time,  but  I  shall  get  self-respect  in 
the  place  of  my  lost  self-esteem.” 

“  Yrou  must  know  that  it  is  out  of  the  question, 
Mr.  Gracebroke.  I  am  going  to  Africa  to  join  my 
uncle  at  Union  Vineyard.”  The  next  moment 
she  regretted  the  statement,  for  he  caught  at  it 
eagerly. 

“  Then  I  will  go  there  also.  Union  Vineyard, 
the  station  your  father  managed — your  birthplace 
• — how  do  you  reach  it  ?  It  will  do  me  far  more 
good  than  Egypt  or  Tunis.” 

“  Yrour  presence  will  be  painful,  and  the  situa¬ 
tion  will  become  an  impossible  one.” 

“  Why  will  you  not  take  me  for  a  husband, 
Christina  ?  That  position  at  any  rate  would  not 
be  an  impossible  one.  No  man  would  be  bound 
to  a  woman  by  closer  ties  ;  the  salvation  of  his 
soul,  the  fulfilling  of  his  heart’s  desire.  Nothing 
should  be  lost  to  you,  and  surely  something  would 
be  gained.  You  are  made  for  sweeter  things  than 
even  spiritual  emotion — the  tenderness  of  home, 
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the  love  of  children.”  At  first  the  appeal  went  to 
her  heart ;  he  had  done  his  work  fairly  well.  The 
noise  of  the  station  dulled,  and  for  a  few  seconds 
she  saw  a  picture — a  warm  fireside,  the  children  at 
her  feet,  the  baby  in  her  arms.  It  was  only  a 
vision  which  flashed  before  her,  and  then  she  was 
herself  again.  She  woke  to  see  the  flame  which 
had  kindled  in  the  eyes  of  Gracebroke  at  the 
momentary  hesitation  she  had  shown.  “  No,  no,” 
she  hastened  to  say.  “  You  would  grow  tired ; 
the  reformer  would  lose  her  charm  for  you  ;  we  are 
better  apart.  I  cannot  think  of  it.” 

“  One  last  word,”  he  whispered,  as  the  porter 
returned,  anxious  for  his  shilling,  to  warn  Grace- 
broke  of  the  train  about  to  start — “  if  I  cannot  find 
peace  anywhere,  may  I  see  you  once  again?” 
Christina  did  not  give  him  an  answer,  for  in  his 
farewell  he  had  drawn  her  by  the  hand  he  would 
not  release  up  to  the  barrier  ;  but  she  did  not  resent 
the  last  pressure  lie  gave.  Then  he  passed  out 
of  sight.  The  signal  lights  were  obscured  for  a 
moment  by  a  gusty  cloud  of  steam,  and  the  train 
had  started  for  the  coast. 

Lucy  had  been  amusing  herself  meanwhile  with 
the  brilliant  advertisements  of  seaside  towns  and 
the  humours  of  the  travellers.  It  occurred  to  her 
that  she  would  not  object  to  a  lover  on  her 
own  account.  He  must  be  something  better  than 
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a  negro — a  fine  fellow  with  a  good  position  in  the 
merchant  service,  coloured,  of  course,  to  the  shade 
she  admired.  She  returned  one  day  to  the  house 
of  the  Racer  ladies  with  a  gallant  specimen 
captured  in  action  near  the  docks,  after  a  short 
engagement.  He  had  certainly  too  much  negro 
blood  to  satisfy  her,  but  he  was  unexceptionable  in 
his  language,  smoked  a  real  cigar,  and  had 
exchanged  handkerchiefs  with  the  victrix  as  a 
sign  of  submission.  Lucy  was  innocently  proud  of 
her  conquest,  and  brought  him  into  port  with  the 
utmost  good  faith.  But  Martha  heard  a  man’s 
voice  in  the  kitchen,  and  Phyllis,  greatly  daring, 
descended  the  stairs  to  encounter  the  enemy. 
Lucy  was  astonished  at  the  distress  of  the  two 
ladies,  unconscious  of  having  transgressed  the 
bounds  of  propriety.  Christina,  on  her  return 
home,  could  hardly  restrain  a  smile  when  she 
discovered  the  cause  for  the  tremor  which  had 
shaken  the  household  ;  but  she  explained  to  Lucy 
that  such  freedom  was  not  suited  to  London.  The 
girl  was  anxious  to  see  more  of  her  admirer,  and 
on  the  following  day  her  mistress  sent  to  the 
proper  people  for  a  character.  The  gay  deceiver 
had  at  least  three  reputed  wives  in  different  ports, 
and  this  brought  Lucy’s  romance  to  an  end.  But 
the  household  did  not  recover  its  former  peace. 
Martha  and  Phyllis  both  agreed  in  regarding  the 
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Zulu  girl  with  suspicion.  Then  Martha  lost  a 
brooch  and  accused  poor  Lucy  of  the  theft. 
Phyllis  could  not  offer  any  evidence,  hut  expressed 
an  opinion  that  jackdaws  and  black  people  were 
equally  tempted  to  snap  up  trinkets,  as  they  were 
both  fond  of  bright  objects.  After  a  few  days  of 
tears  and  protestations  the  brooch  was  found  in  a 
drawer  which  Martha  had  overlooked.  Christina 
felt  it  was  full  time  to  go,  and  she  only  waited  for 
the  professor  from  Cambridge,  to  bid  him  farewell. 
When  he  arrived  he  took  Christina  to  task  for 
leaving  England.  If  she  must  go,  then  let  her 
return  as  soon  as  possible,  and  settle  in  ISouth 
Kensington  for  a  steady  course  of  art  or  science. 
Lokrie — start  the  fellow  into  the  interior;  let  him 
carry  his  music-hall  songs,  or  his  hymns,  whichever 
he  preferred,  to  the  benighted  inhabitants  of  the 
forest-land,  and  become  a  prophet  in  his  own 
country. 

“  I  am  going  back  to  my  old  work,  as  I 
have  told  you,”  said  Christina  coldly,  to  all 
this. 

“I  don’t  want  to  be  rude,  Miss  Kuefold ;  but, 
my  good  young  lady,  how  can  you  talk  about 
old  work?  At  your  age  everything  is  new;  you 
have  not  a  past  in  the  ordinary  sense  of  the 
word.  I  don’t  want  you  to  bury  yourself  in 
the  African  desert  for  the  next  ten  years.” 
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“  Thank  you ;  but  Bokrie  requires  me  for  a 
short  time  longer.” 

“  I  thought  you  had  mended  him  in  your 
fashion,”  said  the  professor.  “Will  he  not  run 
by  himself  without  further  tinkering  ?  What 
was  the  transforming  operation  worth  which 
turned  the  chrysalis  into  a  butterfly  saint?” 

Christina  described  in  her  best  way  the  scene 
in  the  graveyard. 

“  That,  after  all,  proves  nothing,”  said  Racer, 
with  decision.  “  Your  hero  was  worked  to  a 
pitch  of  emotion  by  your  influence  over  him. 
You  admit  that  you  urged  him  strongly  to  take 
your  suggestion.  He  desired  greatly  to  please 
you,  as  you  know  quite  well.  Under  the  hypnotic 
power  which  you  exercised,  unconsciously,  he 
persuaded  himself  that  he  had  experienced  a  great 
change.  Then  you  confirmed  the  delusion,  if  I 
may  so  call  it,  by  requiring  him  to  live  up  to 
the  hypothesis.” 

“  How  is  it  that  he  continues  to  live  the  altered 
life  when  he  is  out  of  my  reach  ?  ”  she  asked. 

“How  do  you  know  that?  You  have  only 
his  own  statement,  made  doubtless  to  please 
you,”  he  answered. 

“  You  have  never  seen  him,  professor,  or  you 
would  not  doubt  the  truth  of  what  I  tell  you,” 
she  continued. 
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“  Then  why  are  you  taking  any  more  trouble?” 
lie  put  in  promptly.  The  girl  looked  down 
and  blushed. 

“  My  mother  came  from  that  far-away  region. 
1  want  to  send  a  message  through  Bokrie  to  that 
distant  home.  There  is  a  thread  stretching  over 
land  and  sea  which  draws  me  to  the  country.” 

“  You  don’t  mean  to  tell  me  that  you  are 
going  to  discover  it  all  alone,  or,  worse  still, 
accompanied  by  that  wild  fellow  ?  ”  exclaimed 
Bacer,  aghast  at  his  own  question, 
v  “  I  would  sacrifice  myself  if  I  thought  that 
1  could  accomplish  it,”  she  replied,  lifting  her 
face,  which  had  cleared  from  the  momentary 
shame. 

<c  I  never  heard  so  mad  a  project  in  all  my 
life,”  muttered  the  professor,  and  then  he  raised 
his  voice.  “  Do  listen  to  me,  Miss  Buefold ;  1 
have  lived  longer  than  you  have,  and  that  counts 
for  something.  There  is  only  one  rule  of  life — - 
common  -  sense :  to  do  the  best  possible  with 
the  things  which  our  present  senses  can  grasp. 
Science,  art,  literature,  commerce,  handicrafts — 
all  these  may  be  weighed  and  measured.  The 
process  and  results  are  known.  The  imagination 
is  a  most  unsafe  guide ;  it  is  as  lawless  as  a 
marsh-light,  and  will  land  you  in  a  quagmire.” 


XVIII. 

The  over-seeing  heaven  is  sad  with  the  fading  colour  of  the 
evening,  but  brightens,  at  the  last,  with  the  smile  of  the 
afterglow,  for  it  discovers  the  secret  of  a  new  day. 

When  she  had  lived  for  a  week  at  Union  Vineyard 
Christina  found  that  the  past  two  years  receded, 
and  that  her  varied  experience  became  condensed 
to  a  mere  episode.  Certainly  there  were  fresh 
batches  of  children  in  the  school-house,  and  a 
new  missionary  and  his  wife  had  joined  the 
station  ;  but  otherwise  matters  proceeded  in  the 
order  which  she  had  known  from  childhood. 
Marcus  Ruefold  conducted  the  business  part  of 
the  work  much  in  his  brother’s  method,  and 
Christina  received  a  painful  shock  when  she 
entered  the  room  hastily  and  saw  the  figure 
bending  over  her  father’s  desk  in  the  well-known 
attitude.  Bokrie  was  not  a  favourite  in  the 
house  ;  for  Mrs.  Ruefold  objected  to  those  rough 
habits  which  civilisation  had  not  corrected,  and 
Christianity  had  overlooked. 

Marcus  expressed  a  doubt  whether  Bokrie 
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would  live  to  return  from  his  journey  ;  but  he 
contributed  with  Christina  to  the  cost  of  the 
expedition.  The  first  part  of  the  distance  would 
be  by  water,  in  a  canoe  with  native  servants,  and 
the  fatigue  would  be  little.  Afterwards  a  path 
must  be  struck  through  a  belt  of  forest  of 
unknown  breadth.  Beyond  that  all  was  mystery, 
and  Bokrie  would  have  to  depend  upon  his 
instinct,  or  to  rake  the  ashes  of  his  memory  for 
a  few  facts.  Marcus  doubted  whether  threat  or 
promise  of  reward  would  overcome  the  fears  of 
the  porters  required  for  the  forest  march.  He 
picked  out  the  best-known  men  from  the  neigh¬ 
bouring  villages,  and  gave  them  a  liberal  contract 
for  the  work,  with  a  large  sum  in  view  if  they 
did  not  desert  their  leader. 

Bokrie  discarded  his  European  clothes  and 
adopted  the  dress  of  a  local  chief,  with  an 
additional  blanket  to  make  up  for  the  loss  of 
the  accustomed  covering.  It  took  him  several 
days  to  get  a  familiar  acquaintance  with  his  new 
gear,  but  it  gave  him  a  dignity  in  appearance ; 
for  in  his  European  clothes  he  had  been  always 
more  or  less  grotesque.  He  came  to  the  mission- 
house  on  the  evening  before  he  started.  He 
would  be  off  with  the  first  light  on  the  following 
day.  He  looked  formidable  with  the  weapons 
in  his  belt,  and  his  lofty  figure  towered  yet 
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higher  with  the  plumes  in  his  head-dress. 
Christina  could  hardly  trust  herself  to  speak ; 
hut  she  gave  him  encouragement  in  a  few  broken 
sentences,  and  repeated  the  Lord’s  Prayer  with 
him.  Then  there  was  a  gap  of  silence,  and  she 
thought  he  would  leave  her  without  finding  a 
word ;  hut  at  last  he  spoke. 

“  Miss  Puefold — Christina,  I  am  going  at  your 
bidding,  and  because  the  Voice  has  called  me  to  it. 
If  I  never  reach  the  land — if  you  get  certain 
news  of  my  failure — will  you  take  up  the  mission  ? 
You  remember  the  Virgin  Mother  to  whom  I 
knelt  as  to  yourself.  You  were  angry  with  me 
then  ;  but  it  was  true  after  all.  God  works 
through  virgin  souls  to  save  us.  He  has  worked 
through  you  for  my  good.  You  may  save  my 
race  if  you  will  only  go  to  them.  No  harm 
can  happen  to  you;  neither  man  nor  gun  will 
be  required  to  protect  you ;  the  angels  will  gather 
about  you.  Will  you  promise  me  ?  ” 

The  room  was  very  quiet ;  she  could  hear 
the  clock  chipping  off  the  seconds  of  earthly  life. 
The  lamp  on  the  table  threw  a  vast  shadow  of 
Bokrie  against  the  wall.  It  seemed  as  if  Heath 
himself  stood  waiting  for  him  in  the  background. 
The  plain  room  became  a  solemn  place,  and  she 
realised  the  meaning  of  the  oath  by  which  she 
pledged  herself  as  she  said  faintly,  “  I  promise  you.” 
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“I  want  you  to  confirm  your  promise  to  me,” 
he  said,  leaning  forward.  They  were  far  beyond 
earthly  passion ;  she  understood  his  meaning ; 
the  confirmation  was  sacramental ;  she  kissed  his 
cheek.  Then  he  passed  out  of  her  sight  for 
ever. 

AY  hen  Mrs.  Buefold  was  told  at  breakfast 
that  Bokrie  had  actually  gone,  she  said  that 
she  thought  it  was  quite  as  well,  for  the  sake 
of  the  new  converts. 

“What  do  you  mean  by  that  remark?'’ 
demanded  her  husband. 

“  He  hardly  ever  came  to  the  church  services,” 
said  Mrs.  Buefold. 

“  I  know  that,”  replied  Marcus ;  “  but  you 
must  make  some  allowance  for  the  man’s  ex¬ 
perience.  He  did  not  find  his  God  in  one  of 
our  Ebenezers.” 

“It  is  a  bad  example  to  the  others,”  his 
wife  retorted.  “  If  everyone  is  to  worship  under 
his  own  green  tree,  what  is  to  become  of  the 
collection  ?  ” 

Many  weeks  passed  before  they  had  any 
news  of  Bokrie.  It  first  came  in  a  report  from 
the  Catholic  Mission,  that  the  party  which  had 
gone  forth  were  delayed  by  the  serious  illness  of 
their  leader.  In  the  next  account  it  was  stated 
that  he  had  recovered  and  moved  on ;  afterwards. 
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that  Bokrie  with  two  companions  had  entered 
the  forest.  Then  followed  a  blank  month. 
Finally,  several  members  of  the  expedition 
straggled  in  with  the  vague  rumour  of  a  disaster, 
and  on  their  heels  followed  the  two  faithful 
companions  who  had  stuck  to  their  master  to 
the  end.  By  them  it  was  stated  that  Bokrie 
was  shaken  by  his  illness,  but  he  resolved  to 
persevere,  although  the  day’s  march  grew  shorter 
and  shorter.  At  last  they  met  some  big  men — 
hunters — who  had  come  into  the  forest  from  the 
other  side.  These  men  were  going  to  attack 
them,  but  Bokrie  said  some  words  to  them  in 
a  strange  language,  and  they  looked  surprised. 
Then  they  treated  Bokrie  gently,  and  gave  him 
food  and  shelter.  After  a  few  days  Bokrie 
talked  to  the  men  with  ease,  and  told  his  negro 
friends  that  he  was  soon  to  die  because  the 
language  of  his  childhood  had  come  back  to  him. 
He  gave  them  a  skin  with  written  characters 
upon  it,  a  rude  gold  chain,  and  the  English 
Bible  which  lie  carried  in  his  pocket.  They 
were  to  give  these  three  things  into  the  hands 
of  Miss  Buefold,  who  would  reward  them. 
Presently,  he  grew  so  weak  that  he  could  not 
stand,  and  one  morning  he  begged  to  be  carried 
out  of  the  hut  and  to  be  laid  at  the  foot  of  a 
great  tree,  where,  by  looking  up,  he  could  see 
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the  open  sky.  There,  staring  for  the  sunlight, 
he  died,  and  beneath  it  he  was  buried. 

The  skin  was  covered  with  unintelligible 
marks  which  suggested  a  message  of  some  kind. 
On  the  white  leaf  of  the  Bible  was  written  in 
English :  “  To  Christina  Ruefold.  Wear  the 
chain  and  show  the  skin.  They  will  get  for 
you  the  goodwill  of  my  countrymen.  The  promise, 
— my  last  love,  F.  Bokrie.” 

The  promise  which  Christina  had  given  was 
a  secret  even  from  Marcus  ;  but  when  the  news 
of  Bokrie’s  fate  became  known,  she  revealed  her 
intention,  and  the  station  was  soon  ringing  with 
the  proposal.  Her  old  friend,  Mrs.  Tartilt,  came 
to  see  her  in  great  alarm.  “  Dear  Christina,  1 
am  in  fault  about  this,”  she  began,  penitently. 
“  It  was  I  who  told  you  about  your  mother 
when  I  was  taking  you  down  to  the  steamer. 
I  was  a  foolish  woman  to  do  so,  especially  as 
your  poor  dear  father  had  left  you  in  the  dark.” 

“  I  was  certain  to  have  heard  of  it  sooner  or 
later,”  replied  Christina.  “  Don’t  give  yourself 
any  trouble  about  it.” 

“  I  can’t  help  troubling,  my  dear.  You  have 
been  educated  so  well  by  your  poor  father,  and 
have  got  into  such  nice  society.  If  you  had  not 
learned  the  truth  about  yourself,  you  would  have 
passed  that  creature  Bokrie  as  if  he  had  been  a 
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dancing*  bear.  What  right  had  he  to  cloud 

O  o 

your  cheerful  life  ?  ” 

“  He  is  dead,  you  must  remember,”  said 
Christina,  softly. 

“  And  so  he  ought  to  be  ;  a  pretty  story  we 
have  heard  about  him.  Now  that  lie  is  out  of 
the  way,  you  can  begin  life  over  again,  my  dear; 
you  are  young  enough  to  make  a  fresh  beginning.’ 

“  I  can’t  go  back  to  England  ;  I  have  worn 
out  my  welcome  there.” 

“Then  stay  here,  Christina,  and  teach  in 
the  school.  It  is  bad  enough  here,  but  worse 
amongst  savages.  Or,  if  you  must  have  so 
very  religious  a  life,  turn  Catholic  and  live  with 
the  Sisters,  as  your  mother  did.” 

Here  Mrs.  Ruefold  added  her  own  stock  of  argu¬ 
ment.  “  I  have  not  said  much  to  you,  Christina, 
she  began,  “  because  I  cannot  believe  that  you  have 
seriously  resolved  to  do  it.  We  have  lost  Zephyr, 
and  I  want  a  daughter  to  be  my  right  hand.  I 
want  a  girl  to  take  into  my  arms  and  kiss  when 
the  heart-ache  comes  on.” 

“  Dear  aunt,  you  will  make  the  parting  more 
bitter  if  you  talk  like  that;  perhaps  I  may  be 
spared  to  come  back.” 

“And  your  uncle;  have  you  thought  how  he 
will  miss  you?  He  is  resting  upon  your  help  in 
his  work  far  more  than  he  knows.  Then  your 
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school,  the  black  children — the  nice  way  you  have 
with  the  girls.  It  seems  to  me  that  you  are 
running  away  from  duty  instead  of  taking  up 
your  cross.” 

“  Don’t  you  think  it  is  a  heavier  cross  that  I 
am  trying  to  lift  ?  ”  asked  the  girl. 

“To  speak  candidly,  I  don’t  think  it  is.  I 
can  quite  understand  that  you  find  it  dull  here,  but 
we  are  not  staying  here  for  ever.  In  another  year 
Marcus  will  have  had  enough  of  it,  and  we  shall 
go  home.  Or  if  you  must  have  excitement  you 
can  have  it  immediately.  That  Mr.  Gracebroke 
has  written  to  your  uncle.  He  means  to  come  and 
see  you,  whether  we  ask  him  or  not,  but  it  would 
be  much  nicer  to  send  him  an  invitation.” 

“  That  is  the  best  settlement  of  the  whole 
difficulty,”  contributed  Mrs.  Tartilt.  “  Girls  are 
restless  until  they  have  someone  of  their  own  to 
care  for.  Women  must  bow  down  to  something. 
Our  Lizzie  was  always  following  one  whim  or  other 
until  she  went  back  to  England  and  married. 
You,  my  dear,  turned  your  Bokrie  into  a  sort  of 
heathenish  curate,  because  you  felt,  without 
admitting  it  even  to  yourself,  that  he  would  never 
grow  into  a  husband.” 

Marcus  guessed  the  purpose  of  Christina  before 
she  told  him.  He  suggested  to  her  that  a  party 
of  explorers  might  be  glad  to  avail  themselves  of 
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her  co-operation.  She  stoutly  resisted  this  pro¬ 
posal,  and  said  that  she  would  make  her  way  alone. 
The  introduction  of  the  ordinary  trader  would  be 
a  calamity  to  the  people  she  wished  to  serve.  The 
Zulu  girl  had  declared  that  she  would  not  be 
separated  from  her  mistress,  and  Christina  had 
consented  to  take  her.  That  was  all  the  escort  she 
required,  except  the  porters,  who  would  carry  her 
things,  until  they  met  the  strangers  in  the  forest. 
Then  she  would  trust  herself  entirely  to  them. 

“  I  will  go  with  you  through  the  whole  of  the 
river  journey,”  said  Marcus.  “  If  in  the  course  of 
twelve  months  no  message  comes  from  you,  I  shall 
raise  a  party,  follow  in  your  track,  and  either 
deliver  you  from  captivity  or  avenge  your  death.” 

“You  think  that  I  am  doing  right?”  asked 
Christina  humbly,  when  she  had  got  her  way. 

“  My  child — for  you  are  as  dear  to  me  as  a  child 
of  my  own — I  am  contented  to  stand  aside,  if  it  is 
God  who  has  spoken  to  you.” 

“  Don’t  you  think  that  I  shall  succeed  ?  ” 

“  You  may  call  down  the  spirit  upon  this  race 
as  you  did  upon  Bokrie,”  he  replied.  “  But  you 
will  not  make  them  the  happier  for  it.  It  must 
always  be  so,  I  suppose.  The  reconciliation  of  the 
lower  nature  with  the  spiritual  is  only  accomplished 
after  a  ferment.  ‘  The  dragons  in  their  slime  ’  had 
a  cheerful  day,  and,  ‘red  in  tooth  and  claw,’  fought 
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out  their  quarrels  with  harcty  indifference,  and  then 
died  like  dragons.  You  may  succeed,  I  cannot  say. 
Some  races,  as  well  as  some  individuals,  drop  out 
by  the  way.  They  never  reacli  the  promised  land  ; 
their  carcasses  fall  in  the  wilderness.  It  is  a  hard 
climb  which  this  humanity  of  ours  has  to  make  in 
order  to  disencumber  itself  of  the  brute.’’ 


XIX. 


Behind  this  prism  show  of  earth  and  air, 

Beneath  this  web  of  human  thought  and  wavs, 

Throbs  the  vast  ocean  that  defies  our  gaze, 

Heaving  in  solemn  darkness  ;  everywhere 
It  flings  to  shore  the  argosies  of  prayer  ; 

Questions,  like  pallid  sea-birds,  wheel  in  maze 
Of  circling  doubt,  and  ghostly  voices  raise. 

Wait  !  there  are  signs  of  change  ;  earth  grows  more  fair, 
A  subtle  charm  unfolds  in  land  and  sea  ; 

New  meanings  steal  into  life’s  strange  unrest, 

And  common  toil  with  dignity  invest, 

A  sense  of  something  better  still  to  be  ; 

God’s  answer  to  the  urgent  soul’s  request, 

The  cast  up  sea- wrack  of  Eternity. 


During  the  few  days  that  the  barge-steamer  was 
running  up-stream,  Christina  had  time  to  reflect 
upon  the  sacrifice  she  was  about  to  make.  She 
went  through  the  scenes  of  the  past  two  years  as 
every  revolution  of  the  stern-wheel  carried  her 
away  from  them.  The  full  tide  of  life  still  beat 
in  her  veins,  and  the  world  of  civilisation  looked 
most  attractive  as  she  was  parting  with  it,  probably 
for  ever.  The  trial  of  martyrdom  must  always  be 
the  tedious  waiting  in  cool  blood  for  the  signal  to 
enter  the  arena.  The  lion  and  the  leopard  look 
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worse  when  viewed  through  the  chink  of  the  prison 
door. 

They  disembarked  at  the  confluence  of  the  two 
rivers  and  rested  in  the  house  of  a  European 
before  starting  on  their  longer  voyage  by  canoe. 
Christina  took  advantage  of  this  delay  to  visit  the 
Catholic  Mission  and  to  ask  questions  about  her 
mother’s  early  life.  The  Sisters  were  willing 
enough  to  tell  her  all  they  could  remember,  and  to 
show  her  her  mother’s  room,  with  the  crucifix  still 
above  the  bed,  and  one  or  two  books  with  her  name 
on  the  title-page.  There  had  been  many  additions 
to  the  house  during  the  two-and-twenty  years,  but 
the  strange  story  had  always  maintained  its 
interest.  Several  of  the  older  Sisters  had  taught 
Marie,  and  the  Lady  Superior — then  only  a  novice 
— well  remembered  her.  This  good  woman  had  a 
long  talk  with  Christina,  and  was  disturbed  at  the 
course  which  the  girl  proposed  to  follow.  The 
news  spread  through  the  houses,  and  Christina 
found  herself  raised  to  the  pedestal  of  a  saint.  The 
younger  members  wanted  her  to  go  on  ;  for  the 
love  of  adventure  had  not  died  out  of  their  hearts, 
but  the  Lady  Superior  frowned  upon  this  levity. 

“  I  am  grieved,  my  dear  child,  that  you  should 
undertake  the  journey.  It  is  a  wild  enterprise  in 
which  you  may  easily  lose  your  life.  I  like  your  en¬ 
thusiasm,  but  it  needs  direction.  You  want  repose 
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— to  wait  for  the  will  of  God  to  be  expressed  dis¬ 
tinctly.  Stay  with  usfor  a  time ;  suffer  the  truest  form 
of  faith  to  exercise  its  calming  influence  upon  you. 
You  shall  not  be  pestered  with  appeals  to  change  the 
habit  of  your  religion.  Your  days  will  be  passed 
pleasantly ;  you  may  teach  in  the  school,  if  you 
like,  or  visit  the  sick  with  the  Sisters.  Come  to 
chapel  if  you  prefer,  or  stay  away  if  you  please. 
The  dear  Christ  will  look  down  upon  your  peaceful 
sleep  every  night;  the  chapel  hell  will  wake  you 
every  morning.  Stay  for  six  months,  and  then 
decide  for  yourself.  We  had  your  mother  here  ; 
we  have  some  claim  through  her  upon  you.” 

It  was  a  tempting  invitation ;  the  group  of 
buildings  seemed  bathed  in  a  cloud  of  peace. 
Christina  felt  as  if  an  angel  barred  the  way,  and 
invited  her  to  repose.  But  she  took  out  the  pocket 
Bible,  and  read  again  the  message  sent  to  her  by 
the  man  lving  dead  in  the  forest.  She  unrolled  the 

kJ  O 

parchment  letter ;  she  fingered  the  golden  orna¬ 
ment,  and  then  conquered  the  temptation.  Indeed, 
after  this,  she  was  not  again  troubled  with  any 
misgiving. 

Marcus  had  done  all  that  he  could  for  her 
comfort,  but  there  was  of  necessity  more  priva¬ 
tion  the  farther  they  retreated  into  the  wilderness. 
The  supplies  from  the  villages  were  uncertain,  and 
a  prolonged  picnic  on  tinned  food  and  tea  became 
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monotonous.  It  did  not,  however,  affect  Christina’s 
spirits.  “  This  is  better  than  we  shall  get  later 
on,”  she  would  say  to  Lucy,  when  anything  went 
wrong  with'the  larder.  Marcus,  on  the  other  hand, 
was  growing  more  uncomfortable.  He  felt  the 
responsibility  heavier  as  he  drew  near  to  the  reality 
of  parting  with  his  niece.  It  was  very  well  to 
look  at  it  from  a  distance,  through  the  haze  of 
romance,  hut  who  would  acquit  him  of  the  charge 
of  having  sent  a  delicate  girl — his  own  brother’s 
child — to  destruction  ?  The  horror  of  the  situa¬ 
tion  grew  upon  him  as  the  hanks  closed  in  upon 
the  narrowing  river,  and  the  loneliness  of  the  scene 
impressed  them.  Once  they  passed  a  ruined  village, 
wrecked  by  fire,  and  abandoned.  There  were 
bleached  bones  lying  unburied.  He  shuddered  as 
he  thought  of  the  creatures  who  might  have 
wrought  this  havoc,  but  it  was  probable  that  they 
had  crossed  the  trail  of  an  Arab  party  on  a  slave 
hunt.  There  was  a  storv  which  reached  them,  and 
disturbed  Marcus  still  more.  It  was  that  a  white 
man  was  following  them  up  the  river.  He  had 
hired  a  swift  canoe,  and  had  promised  the  men 
double  wages  if  they  overtook  the  party  in  front. 
At  first  he  thought  that  it  was  only  a  ruse  to 
detain  them  for  the  sake  of  his  custom,  but  the  tale 
was  repeated  at  another  village,  and  this  time  more 
circumstantially.  It  was  said  that  a  messenger 
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had  been  sent  forward  with  a  letter  for  the  white 
lady,  and  that  the  pursuer  was  a  young  man  who 
was  neither  a  trader  nor  an  official.  Marcus  hardly 
believed  the  story,  and  thought  that  Christina 
would  probably  treat  it  with  indifference.  To  his 
surprise  she  accepted  it  as  true,  and  told  Marcus 
that  she  thought  it  might  be  Vincent  Gracebroke. 

“  He  wrote  to  me,  I  remember,”  said  Marcus. 
“  He  spoke  of  coming  up  to  Union  Vineyard,  but 
I  did  not  take  his  letter  seriously ;  the  shooting 
is  much  better  on  the  other  coast.  What  do  you 
say  to  it  ? 

“  Go  on,  of  course,  as  fast  as  we  can.” 

“  I  don’t  want  to  interfere,  miss,”  said  Lucy, 
“  but  he  is  a  nice  young  man.  I  saw  him  for 
myself  at  the  railway  station  in  London.  Don’t 
you  think  he  might  have  a  chance?” 

“  It  is  kinder  to  him,  Lucy,  to  avoid  seeing 
him.  Why,  he  might  be  obstinate,  and  follow  us  ; 
then  his  life  would  be  in  danger.” 

The  risk  of  complication  through  Gracebroke ’s 
arrival  was  the  tonic  needed  to  overcome  the 
scruples  which  Marcus  felt.  When  they  reached 
a  cleared  space  on  the  bank,  which  was  the  landing- 
place,  according  to  the  native  account,  a  curious 
story  met  them.  For  weeks  past  men  of  an 
unknown  race  had  been  seen  in  the  neighbourhood. 
They  were  not  marauders,  but  had  given  the  local 
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natives  to  understand  that  they  had  arrived  from  a 
far  country  to  receive  a  white  woman  who  was 
coming  up  the  river.  This  account  was  given  before 
the  advent  of  the  voyagers  was  known.  Christina  at 
once  declared  that  she  would  throw  herself  upon  their 
protection,  and  secure  their  confidence  at  the  outset. 

A  day  was  spent  in  making  the  last  arrange¬ 
ments,  and  in  writing  a  few  letters.  In  the  after¬ 
noon  they  heard  that  the  stranger  who  had  followed 
them  was  only  a  few  miles  away,  and  would  arrive 
that  same  evening.  Christina  gave  orders  to  the 
porters  to  take  up  their  loads.  The  last  words 
between  Christina  and  Marcus  were  spoken.  ITe 
stood  upon  the  bank  for  a  little  while  and  watched 
the  small  band  file  across  the  open  land,  until  they 
were  lost  to  view  amongst  the  bushes  and  broken 
ground.  He  thought  that  some  dark  figures  came 
out  of  the  wood  beyond  to  meet  them,  but  of  that 
he  could  not  be  certain.  He  directed  the  canoes 
to  be  moored  to  the  opposite  shore,  for  he  deter¬ 
mined  to  remain  near  at  hand  for  several  days. 

An  hour  later,  as  the  sun  was  setting,  the 
stranger  arrived.  Marcus  watched  him  from  a 
distance,  and  could  recognise  Gracebroke  in  his 
rough  dress  and  sun-helmet.  Gracebroke  put 
questions  to  the  men  right  and  left,  and  then 
climbed  the  hill  and  swept  the  country  with  his 
glass.  There  was  nothing  to  be  seen :  it  was 
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impossible  to  follow  that  night,  and  it  would  he 
equally  hopeless  on  the  morrow.  A  mere  dash 
into  the  forest  might  endanger  the  girl’s  life.  He 
had  been  wandering  from  city  to  city,  yet  he  could 
not  forget  Christina.  The  passion  which  had  driven 
him  after  her  blended  a  spiritual  want  with  an 
earthly  affection,  and  the  double  hunger  famished 
him.  In  her  presence  he  would  unsay  all  his 
unbelief,  and  enter  any  heaven  she  opened  for  him. 
Bokrie  was  dead ;  there  was  no  other  personal 
claim  upon  her.  Had  he  not  almost  won  her  when 
he  parted  from  her  at  Charing  Cross  P  He  had 
kept  up  his  spirit  throughout  the  long  race,  and 
now  it  was  too  late.  As  he  stood,  silent  and 
dejected,  the  sun  went  down,  and  the  darkness,  a 
black  veil,  slipped  suddenly  through  the  fingers  of 
the  Night.  The  distant  scene  was  lost,  and  he 
felt  that  Christina  had  passed  from  him  for  ever. 
With  her  the  hope  of  the  Unseen  had  also  gone, 
and  he  lifted  his  face  to  the  sky  in  a  last  farewell. 
As  he  did  so  a  point  of  light  stole  out  of  the 
gloom,  and  through  the  black  mesh  of  the  cloud 
there  floated  into  sight  the  liquid  splendour  of  a 
single  star. 

o 
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indeed,  there  is  added  to  them  also  a  style  at  once  simple  and  graphic,  and  the 
result  is  a  remarkable  book." 

The  Scotsman. 

“  This  book  is  a  highly  ingenious  attempt  to  answer  in  the  form  of  'a  latter- 
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“As  You  Like  It.”  Illustrated  by  the  late  Mons.  Emile  Bayard.  £2  10s. 
“Romeo  and  Juliet.”  Illustrated  by  Frank  Dicksee,  R.A.  Is  now  out  of  print. 
Shakspere,  The  Leopold.  With  400  Illustrations,  and  an  Introduction  by  F.  J. 

Furnivall.  Cheap  Edition,  3s.  6d.  Cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  5s.  ;  roxburgh,  7s.  6d. 
Shakspere,  The  Royal.  With  Exquisite  Steel  Plates  and  Wood  Engravings. 
Three  Vols.  15s.  each. 

Sketches,  The  Art  of  Making  and  Using.  From  the  French  of  G.  Fraipont. 

By  Clara  Bell.  With  Fifty  Illustrations.  2s.  6d. 

Smuggling  Days  and  Smuggling  Ways  ;  or,  The  Story  of  a  Lost  Art.  By 

Commander  the  Hon.  Henry  N.  Shore,  R. N.  Illustrated.  Cloth,  7s.  6d. 

Snare  of  the  Fowler,  The.  By  Mrs.  “Alexander.”  Cheap  Edition  inoneVol .,  6s. 
Social  Welfare,  Subjects  of.  By  the  Rt.  Hon.  Sir  Lyon  Playfair,  M.P.  7s.  6d. 
Sports  and  Pastimes,  Cassell’s  Complete  Book  of.  With  more  than  900 
Illustrations.  Cheap  Edition ,  3s.  6d. 

Squire,  The.  By  Mrs.  Parr.  Cheap  Edition  in  one  Vol.,  6s. 

Standard  Library,  Cassell’s.  Cloth,  2s.  each. 


Shirley. 

Coningsby. 

Mary  Barton. 

The  Antiquary. 

Nicholas  Nickleby.  Two 
Vols. 

Jane  Eyre. 

Wuthering  Heights. 

The  Prairie. 

Dombey  and  Son.  Two  Vols. 
Night  and  Morning. 
Kenilworth. 

The  Ingoldsby  Legends. 
Tower  of  London. 

The  Pioneers. 

Charles  O’Malley. 

Barnaby  Budge. 

Cakes  and  Ale. 

The  King’s  Own. 

People  I  have  Met. 

The  Pathfinder. 

Evelina. 

Scott’s  Poems. 

Last  of  the  Barons. 


Adventures  of  Mr.  Ledbury. 

Ivanhoe. 

Oliver  Twist. 

Selections  from  Hood’s 
Works. 

LongfeHow’s  Prose  Works. 

Sense  and  Sensibility. 

Lytton’s  Plays. 

Tales,  Poems,  and  Sketches 
(Bret  Harte). 

The  Prince  of  the  House  of 
David. 

Sheridan’s  Plays. 

Uncle  Tom’s  Cabin. 

Deerslayer. 

Eugene  Aram. 

Jack  Hinton,  the  Guards¬ 
man. 

Borne  and  the  Early  Chris¬ 
tians. 

The  Trials  of  Margaret 
Lyndsay. 

Edgar  Allan  Poe.  Prose  and 
Poetry,  Selections  from. 


Old  Mortality. 

The  Hour  and  the  Man. 
Washington  Irving’s  Sketch. 
Book. 

Last  Days  of  Palmyra. 

Tales  of  the  Borders. 

Pride  and  Prejudice. 

Last  of  the  Mohicans. 

Heart  of  Midlothian. 

Last  Days  of  Pompeii. 
Yellowplush  Papers. 

Handy  Andy. 

Selected  Plays. 

American  Humour. 

Sketches  by  Boz. 

Macaulay’s  Lays  and  Se¬ 
lected  Essays. 

Harry  Lorrequer. 

Old  Curiosity  Shop. 

Bienzi. 

The  Talisman. 

Pickwick.  Two  Vols. 

Scarlet  Letter. 

Martin  Chuzzlewit.  Two  Vols. 


Star-Land.  By  Sir  Robert  St awell  Ball,  LL.D.,  &c.  Illustrated.  6s. 
Storehouse  of  General  Information,  Cassell’s.  Fully  Illustrated  with  High- 
Class  Wood  Engravings,  and  with  Maps  and  Coloured  Plates.  In  Vols.  5s.  each. 
Story  of  Francis  Cludde,  The.  A  Novel.  By  Stanley  J.  Weyman.  6s. 
Successful  Life,  The.  By  An  Elder  Brother.  3s.  6d. 

Sybil  Knox;  or,  Home  Again.  A  Story  of  To-day.  By  Edward  E.  Hale, 
Author  of  “  East  and  West,”  &c.  Cheap  Edition,  6s. 

Teaching  in  Three  Continents.  Personal  Notes  on  the  Educational  Systems  of 
the  World.  By  W.  C.  Grasby.  6s. 

Tenting  on  the  Plains,  or  General  Custer  in  Kansas  and  Texas.  By  Elizabeth 

B.  Custer,  Author  of  “  Boots  and  Saddles.”  With  Numerous  Illustrations.  5s. 
Thackeray,  Character  Sketches  from.  Six  New  and  Original  Drawings  by 
Frederick  Barnard,  reproduced  in  Photogravure.  21s. 

The  Short  Story  Library. 

Noughts  and  Crosses.  By  Q.  5s. 

Otto  the  Knight,  &c.  By  Octave  Thanet.  5s. 

Fourteen  to  One,  & c.  By  Elizabeth  Stuart  Phelps.  6s. 

Eleven  Possible  Cases.  By  various  Authors.  5s. 

A  Singer’s  Wife.  By  Miss  Fanny  Murfree.  5s. 

The  Poet’s  Audience,  and  Delilah.  By  Clara  Savtle  Clarke.  5s. 

Tiny  Luttrell.  By  E.  W.  Hornung.  Cloth  gilt,  2  Vols.  21s. 

“Treasure  Island  ”  Series,  The.  Cheap  Illustrated  Edition.  Cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 

King  Solomon’s  Mines.  By  H.  Rider  Haggard. 

Kidnapped.  By  Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 

Treasure  Island.  By  Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 

The  Splendid  Spur.  By  Q. 

The  Master  of  Ballantrae.  By  Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 

The  Black  Arrow:  A  Tale  of  the  Two  Boses.  By  Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 


Selections  from  Cassell  &  Company' s  Publications. 


Treatment,  The  Year-Book  of,  for  1893.  A  Critical  Review  for  Practitioners  of 
Medicine  and  Surgery.  Ninth  Year  of  Issue.  Greatly  Enlarged.  500  pages.  7s.  6d. 
Tree  Painting  in  Water  Colours.  By  W.  H.  J.  Boot.  “With  Eighteen 
Coloured  Plates,  and  valuable  instructions  by  the  Artist.  5s. 

Trees,  Familiar.  By  Prof.  G.  S.  Boulger,  F.L.S.,  F.G.S.  Two  Series.  With 
Forty  full-page  Coloured  Plates  by  W.  H.  J.  Boot.  12s.  6d.  each. 

“Unicode”:  The  Universal  Telegraphic  Phrase  Book.  Pocket  or  Desk 

Edition.  2s.  6d.  each. 

United  States,  Cassell’s  History  of  the.  By  Edmund  Ollier.  With  600  Illus¬ 
trations.  Three  Vols.  9s.  each. 

Universal  History,  Cassell’s  Illustrated.  With  nearly  One  Thousand 
V  Illustrations.  Vol.  I.  Early  and  Greek  History. — Vol.  II.  The  Roman  Period. — 
Vol.  III.  The  Middle  Ages. — Vol.  IV.  Modern  History.  9s.  each. 

Vaccination  Vindicated.  By  John  C.  McVail,  M.D.,  D.  P.H.  Camb  5s. 
Verses  Grave  and  Gay.  By  Ellen  Thorneycroft  Fowler.  3s.  6d. 

Vicar  of  Wakefield  and  other  Works,  by  Oliver  Goldsmith.  Illustrated. 

3s.  6d.  ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  5s.  , 

Vision  of  Saints,  A.  By  Lewis  Morris.  Edition  de  luxe.  With  20  Full-page 

Illustrations.  Crown  4to,  extra  cloth,  gilt  edges.  21s. 

Water-Colour  Painting,  A  Course  of.  With  Twenty-four  Coloured  Plates  by 
R.  P.  Leitch,  and  full  Instructions  to  the  Pupil.  5s. 

Waterloo  Letters.  Edited  by  Major-General  H.  T.  Siborne,  Late  Colonel 
R.E.  With  Numerous  Maps  and  Plans  of  the  Battlefield.  21s. 

Wedlock,  Lawful :  or,  How  Shall  I  Make  Sure  of  a  Legal  Marriage  ?  By 

Two  Barristers,  is. 

Wild  Birds,  Familiar.  By  W.  Swaysland.  Four  Series.  With  40  Coloured 

Plates  in  each.  12s.  6d.  each. 

Wild  Flowers,  Familiar.  By  F.  E.  Hulme,  F.L.S.,  F.S.A.  Five  Series.  With 

40  Coloured  Plates  in  each.  12s.  6d.  each. 

Wood,  The  Life  of  the  Rev.  J.  G.  By  his  Son,  the  Rev.  Theodore  Wood. 

With  Portrait.  Extra  crown  8vo,  cloth.  Cheap  Edition.  5s. 

Work.  The  Illustrated  Journal  for  Mechanics.  Yearly  Volume,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 
Vol.  IV.  for  1892-3.  6s.  6d. 

World  of  Wit  and  Humour,  The.  With  400  Illustrations.  Cloth,  7s.  6d. 

World  of  Wonders,  The.  With  400  Illustrations.  Two  Vols.  7s.  6d.  each. 
Wrecker,  The.  By  R.  L.  Stevenson  and  Lloyd  Osbourne.  Illustrated.  6s. 
Yule  Tide.  Cassell’s  Christmas  Annual,  is. 

Zero  the  Slaver.  A  Romance  of  Equatorial  Africa.  By  Lawrence 
Fletcher.  4s. 


ILLUSTRA  TED  MAGAZINES. 

The  Quiver,  for  Sunday  and  General  Reading.  Monthly,  6d. 
Cassell- s  Family  Magazine.  Monthly,  7d. 

“  Little  Folks  ”  Magazine.  Monthly,  6d. 

The  Magazine  of  Art.  Monthly,  is. 

Chums.  The  Illustrated  Paper  for  Boys.  Weekly,  id.;  Monthly,  6d. 
CasselVs  Saturday  Journal.  Weekly,  id.;  Monthly,  6d. 
Work.  Illustrated  Journal  for  Mechanics.  Weekly,  id.;  Monthly,  6d. 
Cottage  Gardening .  Illustrated.  Weekly,  |d.  ;  Monthly,  3d. 

*  *  Full  particulars  of  CASSELL  &  COMPANY’S  Monthly  Serial  Publications 
will  be  found  in  Cassell  &  Company’s  COMPLETE  CATALOGUE. 


Catalogues  of  Cassell  &  Company’s  Publications,  which  may  be  had  at  all 

Booksellers’,  or  will  be  sent  post  free  on  application  to  the  Publishers 
Cassell’s  Complete  Catalogue,  containing  particulars  of  upwards  of  One 
Thousand  Volumes. 

Cassell’s  Classified  Catalogue,  in  which  their  Works  are  arranged  according 
to  price,  from  Threepence  to  Fifty  Guineas. 

Cassell’s  Educational  Catalogue,  containing  particulars  of  Cassell  & 
Company’s  Educational  Works  and  Students’  Manuals. 

CASSELL  &  COMPANY,  Limited,  Ludgate  Hill,  London. 


Selections  from  Cassell  &  Company's  Publications. 


Biliks  attb  HHdxgxom  Marks. 


Bible,  Cassell’s  Illustrated  Family.  With  900  Illustrations.  Leather,  gilt 

edges,  £2  10s.  ;  full  morocco,  ,£3  10s. 

Bible,  The,  and  the  Holy  Land,  New  Light  on.  By  B.  T.  A.  Evetts,  M.A. 

Illustrated.  Cloth,  21s. 

Bible  Educator,  The.  Edited  by  E.  H.  Plumptre,  D.D.  With  Illustrations, 
Maps,  &c.  Four  Vols.,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

Bible  Student  in  the  British  Museum,  The.  By  the  Rev.  J.  G.  Kitchin, 

M.A.  Entirely  New  and  Revised  Edition,  is.  4d. 

Biblewomen  and  Nurses.  Yearly  Volume,  3s. 

Bunyan’s  Pilgrim’s  Progress  (Cassell’s  Illustrated).  4to.  Cheap  Edition,  3s.  6d. 

Child’s  Bible,  The.  With  200  Illustrations.  Demy  4to,  830  pp.  i$oth  Thousand . 

Cheap  Edition,  7s.  6d.  Superior  Edition,  with  6  Coloured  Plates,  gilt  edges,  10s.  6d. 
Child’s  Life  of  Christ,  The.  Complete  in  One  Handsome  Volume,  with  about 
200  Original  Illustrations.  Cheap  Edition,  cloth,  7s.  6d. ;  or  with  6  Coloured  Plates, 
cloth,  gilt  edges,  10s.  6d.  Demy  4to,  gilt  edges,  21s. 

"Come,  ye  Children.”  By  the  Rev.  Benjamin  Waugh.  Illustrated.  5s. 

Commentary,  The  New  Testament,  for  English  Readers.  Edited  by  the 
Rt.  Rev.  C.  J.  Ellicott,  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of  Gloucester  and  Bristol.  In  Three 
Volumes.  21s.  each. 


Vol.  1. — The  Four  Gospels. 

Vo!.  II. — The  Acts,  Romans,  Corinthians,  Galatians. 

Vol.  III. — The  remaining  Books  of  the  New  Testament. 

Commentary,  The  Old  Testament,  for  English  Readers.  Edited  by  the  Rt. 

Rev.  C.  J.  Ellicott,  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of  Gloucester  and  Bristol.  Complete  in 
5  Vols.  21s.  each. 

Vol.  I.— Genesis  to  Numbers.  I  Vol.  III.— Kings  I.  to  Esther. 

Vol.  II.— Deuteronomy  to  Samuel  II.  |  Vol.  IV. — Job  to  Isaiah. 

Vol.  V. — Jeremiah  to  Malaehi. 


Commentary,  The  New  Testament.  Edited  by  Bishop  Ellicott.  Handy 
Volume  Edition.  Suitable  for  School  and  general  use. 


St.  Matthew.  3s.  6d. 

St.  Mark.  3s. 

St.  Luke.  3s.  6d. 

St.  John.  3s.  6d. 

The  Acts  of  the  Apostles. 
3s.  6d. 


Romans.  2s.  6d. 

Corinthians  I.  and  II.  3s. 
Galatians,  Ephesians,  and 
Philippians.  3s. 
Colossians,  Thessalonians, 
and  Timothy.  3s. 


Titus,  Philemon,  Hebrews, 
and  J ames.  3s. 

Peter,  Jude,  and  John.  3s. 
The  Revelation.  3s. 

An  Introduction  to  the  New 
Testament.  2s.  6d. 


Commentary,  The  Old  Testament.  Edited  by  Bishop  Ellicott.  Handy  Volume 
Edition.  Suitable  for  School  and  general  use. 

Genesis.  3s.  6d.  I  Leviticus.  3s.  |  Deuteronomy.  2s.  6d. 

Exodus.  3s.  1  Numbers.  2s.  6d. 


Dictionary  of  Religion,  The.  An  Encyclopaedia  of  Christian  and  other 

Religious  Doctrines,  Denominations,  Sects,  Heresies,  Ecclesiastical  Terms,  History, 
Biography,  &c.  &c.  By  the  Rev.  William  Benham,  B.D.  Cheap  Edition,  xos.  6d. 

Dore  Bible.  With  230  Illustrations  by  Gustave  DoriL  Original  Edition . 
Two  Vols.,  best  morocco,  gilt  edges,  ,£15.  Popular  Edition.  With  Full-page  Illus¬ 
trations.  In  One  Vol.  15s.  Also  in  leather  binding.  (Price  on  application .) 


Early  Days  of  Christianity,  The.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D.,  F.  R.S. 

Library  Edition.  Two  Vols.,  24s.  ;  morocco,  £2  2s. 

Popular  Edition.  Complete  in  One  Volume,  cloth,  6s.  ;  cloth,  gilt  edges, 
7s.  6d.  ;  Persian  morocco,  10s.  6d.  ;  tree-calf,  15s. 

Family  Prayer-Book,  The.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  Canon  Garbett,  M.A. ,  and 
the  Rev.  S.  Martin.  Extra  crown  4to,  cloth,  5s. ;  morocco,  18s. 

Gleanings  after  Harvest.  Studies  and  Sketches.  By  the  Rev.  John  R.  Vernon, 
M.A.  Illustrated.  6s. 


Gospel  of  Grace,  The.  By  a  Lindesie.  Cloth,  2s.  6d. 

“Graven  in  the  Rock  or,  the  Historical  Accuracy  of  the  Bible  confirmed  by 
reference  to  the  Assyrian  and  Egyptian  Sculptures  in  the  British  Museum  and  else¬ 
where.  By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Samuel  Kinns,  F.R.A.S.,  &c.  &c.  Illustrated.  12s.  6d. 


Selections  from  Cassell  <k  Company's  Publications. 


‘Heart  Chords.”  A  Series  of  Works  by  Eminent  Divines.  Bound  in  cloth,  red 


edges,  is.  each. 

My  Father.  By  the  Right  Rev.  Ashton  Oxenden, 
late  Bishop  of  Montreal. 

My  Bible.  By  the  Rt.  Rev.  W.  Boyd  Carpenter, 
Bishop  of  Ripon. 

My  Work  for  G-od.  By  the  Right  Rev.  Bishop 
Cotterill. 

My  Object  in  Life.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon 
Farrar,  D.  D. 

My  Aspirations.  By  the  Rev.  G.  Matheson,  D.D. 
My  Emotional  Life.  By  Preb.  Chadwick,  D.D. 
My  Body.  By  the  Rev.  Prof.  W.  G.  Blaikie,  D.D. 


My  Soul.  By  the  Rev.  P.  B.  Power,  M.A. 

My  Growth  in  Divine  Life.  By  the  Rev. 

Prebendary  Reynolds,  M.A. 

My  Hereafter.  By  the  Very  Rev.  Dean  Bicker- 
steth. 

My  Walk  with  God.  By  the  Very  Rev.  Dean 
Montgomery. 

My  Aids  to  the  Divine  Life.  By  the  Very 
Rev.  Dean  Boyle. 

My  Sources  of  Strength.  By  the  Rev.  E.  E. 
Jenkins,  M.A. 


Helps  to  Belief.  A  Series  of  Helpful  Manuals  on  the  Religious  Difficulties  of  the 
Day.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  Teignmouth  Shore,  M.A.,  Canon  of  Worcester,  and 
Chaplain-in-Ordinary  to  the  Queen.  Cloth,  is.  each. 


Creation.  By  the  late  Lord  Bishop  of  Carlisle. 
Miracles.  By  the  Rev.  Brownlow  Mait¬ 
land,  M.A. 

Prayer.  By  the  Kev.  T.  Teignmouth  Shore, 
M.A. 


The  MORALITY  OF  THE  OLD  TESTAMENT.  By 
the  Rev.  Newman  Smyth,  D.D. 

The  Divinity  of  Our  Lord.  By  the  Lord 
Bishop  of  Derry. 


The  Atonement.  By  William  Connor  Magee,  D.D.,  Late  Archbishop  of  York. 

Hid  Treasure.  By  Richard  Harris  Hill.  is. 

Holy  Land  and  the  Bible,  The.  A  Book  of  Scripture  Illustrations  gathered 
in  Palestine.  By  the  Rev.  Cunningham  Geikie,  D.D.,  LL.D.  (Edin.).  With  Map. 
Two  Vols.  24s.  Illustrated  Edition.  One  Vol.  21s. 

Life  of  Christ,  The.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D. ,  F. R.S., Chaplain- 
in-Ordinarv  to  the  Queen. 

Cheap  Illustrated  Edition.  Large  4to,  cloth,  7s.  6d.  Cloth,  full  gilt,  gilt 
edges,  10s.  6d. 

Library  Edition.  Two  Vols.  Cloth,  24s. ;  morocco,  42s. 

Popular  Edition,  in  One  Vol.  8vo,  cloth,  6s.;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. ;  Persian 
morocco,  gilt  edges,  10s.  6d. ;  tree-calf,  15s. 

Marriage  Ring,  The.  By  William  Landels,  D.D.  Bound  in  white 

leatherette.  New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  3s.  6d. 

Morning  and  Evening  Prayers  for  Workhouses  and  other  Institutions. 

Selected  by  Louisa  Twining.  2s. 

Moses  and  Geology;  or,  the  Harmony  of  the  Bible  with  Science.  By 

the  Rev.  Samuel  Kinns,  Ph.D.,  F.R.A.S.  Illustrated.  Demy  8vo,  8s.  6d. 

My  Comfort  in  Sorrow.  By  Hugh  Macmillan,  D.D.,  LL.D.,  &c.,  Author  of 
“  Bible  Teachings  in  Nature,”  &c.  Cloth,  is. 

New  Light  on  the  Bible  and  the  Holy  Land.  By  Basil  T.  A.  Evetts,  M.A. 
Illustrated.  Cloth,  21s. 

Protestantism,  The  History  of.  By  the  Rev.  J.  A.  Wylie,  LL.D.  Containing 
upwards  of  600  Original  Illustrations.  Three  Vols.,  27s.  ;  Library  Edition ,  30s. 
“Quiver”  Yearly  Volume,  The.  With  about  600  Original  Illustrations  and 
Coloured  Frontispiece.  7s.  6d.  Also  Monthly,  6d. 

St.  George  for  England ;  and  other  Sermons  preached  to  Children.  Fifth 
Edition.  By  the  Rev.  T.  Teignmouth  Shore,  M.A. ,  Canon  of  Worcester.  5s. 


St.  Paul,  The  Life  and  Work  of.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D., 
F.R.S.,  Chaplain-in-Ordinary  to  the  Queen. 

Library  Edition.  Two  Vols.,  cloth,  24s.  ;  calf,  42s. 

Illustrated  Edition,  complete  in  One  Volume,  with  about  300  Illustrations, 
£  1  is.  ;  morocco,  £ 2  2s. 

Popular  Edition.  One  Volume,  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. ; 
Persian  morocco,  10s.  6d. ;  tree-calf,  15s. 

Shall  We  Know  One  Another  in  Heaven  ?  By  the  Rt.  Rev.  J.  C.  Ryle,  D.D., 

Bishop  of  Liverpool.  New  and  Enlarged  Edition.  Paper  Covers,  6d. 

Shortened  Church  Services  and  Hymns,  suitable  for  use  at  Children’s  Services. 
Compiled  by  the  Rev.  T.  Teignmouth  Shore,  M.A. ,  Canon  of  Worcester. 
Enlarged  Edition,  is. 

Signa  Christi  :  Evidences  of  Christianity  set  forth  in  the  Person  and  Work  of 

Christ.  By  the  Rev.  James  Aitchison.  5s. 

“Sunday:”  Its  Origin,  History,  and  Present  Obligation.  By  the  Ven.  Arch¬ 
deacon  Hessey,  D.C.L.  Fifth  Edition,  7s.  6d. 

Twilight  oi  Lite,  The:  Words  of  Counsel  and  Comfort  for  the  Aged.  By 
John  Ellerton,  M.A.  is.  6d. 


Selections  from  Cassell  <fc  Company's  Publications. 


(Ebucatxoital  (iEorks  aitk  Hiitk£tttsr  JEamtala. 

Agricultural  Text-Books,  Cassell’s.  (The  “  Downton  ”  Series.)  Fully  Illustrated. 
Edited  by  John  Wrightson,  Professor  of  Agriculture. 

Soils  and  Manures.  ByJ.  M.  H.  Munro,  D.Sc.  (London),  F.I.C.,  F.C.S.  2s.  6d. 

Farm  Crops.  By  Professor  Wrightson.  2s.  6d. 

Live  Stock.  By  Professor  Wrightson.  2s.  6d. 

Alphabet,  Cassell’s  Pictorial.  Size,  35  inches  by  42J  inches.  Mounted  on 
Linen,  with  rollers.  3s.  6d. 

Arithmetic Howard’s  Anglo-American  Art  of  Reckoning.  The  Standard 
Teacher  and  Referee  of  Shorthand  Business  Arithmetic.  By  C.  F.  Howard. 
Paper,  is.  ;  cloth,  2s.  New  Enlarged  Editio?i,  5s. 

Arithmetics,  The  Modern  School.  By  George  Ricks,  B.Sc.  Lond.  With  Test 

Cards.  ( List  071  application.) 

Atlas,  Cassell’s  Popular.  Containing  24  Coloured  Maps.  2s.  6d. 

Book-Keeping.  By  Theodore  Jones.  For  Schools,  2s. ;  or  cloth,  3s.  For 
the  Million,  2s.  ;  or  cloth,  3s.  Books  for  Jones’s  System,  Ruled  Sets  of,  2s. 
Chemistry,  The  Public  School.  By  J.  H.  Anderson,  M.A.  2s.  6d. 

Classical  Texts  for  Schools,  Cassell’s.  (A  list  sent  post  free  on  application.') 
Cookery  tor  Schools.  By  Lizzie  Heritage.  6d. 

Copy-Books,  Cassell’s  Graduated.  Complete  in  18  Books.  2d.  each. 
Copy-Books,  The  Modern  School.  Complete  in  12  Books.  2d.  each. 

Drawing  Copies,  Cassell’s  “New  Standard.”  Complete  in  14  Books.  2d.,  3d., 

and  4d.  each. 

Drawing  Copies,  Cassell’s  Modern  School  Freehand.  First  Grade,  is.  Second 

Grade,  2s. 

Electricity,  Practical.  By  Prof.  W.  E.  Ayrton.  7s.  6d. 

Energy  and  Motion:  A  Text-Book  of  Elementary  Mechanics.  By  William 

Paice,  M.A.  Illustrated,  is.  6d. 

English  Literature,  A  First  Sketch  of,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present 
Time.  Bv  Prof.  Henry  Morley.  7s.  6d. 

Euclid,  Cassell’s.  Edited  by  Prof.  Wallace,  M.A.  is. 

Euclid,  The  First  Four  Books  of.  New  Edition.  In  paper,  6d.  ;  cloth,  gd. 
French,  Cassell’s  Lessons  in.  New  a?id  Revised  Edition.  Parts  I.  and  II.,  each, 

2s.  6d.  ;  complete,  4s.  6d.  Key,  is.  6d. 

French-English  and  English-French  Dictionary.  Entirely  New  and  Enlarged 

Edition.  1,150  pages,  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

French  Reader,  Cassell’s  Public  School.  By  Guillaume  S.  Conrad.  2s.  6d. 
Galbraith  and  Haughton’s  Scientific  Manuals. 

Plane  Trigonometry.  2s.  6d.  Euclid.  Books  I.,  II.,  III.  2s.  6d.  Books  IV.,  V.,  VI.  2s.  6d. 
Mathematical  Tables.  3s.  6d.  Mechanics.  3s.  6d.  Natural  Philosophjn  3s.  66.  Optics. 
2s.  6d.  Hydrostatics.  3s.  6d.  Steam  Engine.  3s.  6d.  Algebra.  Part  1.,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  Com¬ 
plete,  7s.  6d.  Tides  and  Tidal  Currents,  with  Tidai  Cards,  3s. 

Gaudeamus.  Songs  for  Colleges  and  Schools.  Edited  by  John  Farmer.  5s. 

Words  only,  paper,  6d.  ;  cloth,  9d. 

Geometry,  First  Elements  of  Experimental.  By  Paul  Bert.  Illustrated,  is.  6d. 
Geometry,  Practical  Solid.  By  Major  Ross,  R.E.  2s. 

German  Dictionary,  Cassell’s  New.  German-English,  English- German.  Cheap 

Edition,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  ;  half-roan,  4s.  6d. 

German  Reading,  First  Lessons  in.  By  A.  Tagst.  Illustrated,  is. 

Hand-and  Eye  Training.  By  G.  Ricks,  L.Sc.  Two  Vols.,  with  16  Coloured 
Plates  in  each  Vol.  Crown  4to,  6s.  each. 

“ Hand-and-Eye  Training”  Cards  for  Class  Work.  Five  sets  in  case.  is.  each. 
Historical  Cartoons,  Cassell’s  Coloured.  Size  45  in.  x  35  in.  2s.  each.  Mounted 

on  canvas  and  varnished,  with  rollers,  5s.  each.  (Descriptive  pamphlet,  16  pp.,  id.) 

Historical  Course  for  Schools,  Cassell’s.  Illustrated  throughout*  I. — Stories 
from  English  History,  is.  II. — The  Simple  Outline  of  English  History,  is.  3d. 

III. — The  Class  History  of  England,  2s.  6d. 

Latin  Dictionary,  Cassell’s  New.  (Latin-English  and  English-Latin).  Revised 
by  J.  R.  V.  Marchant,  M.A.,  and  J.  F.  Charles,  B.A.  3s.  6d. 

Latin  Primer,  The  New.  By  Prof.  J.  P.  Postgate.  2s.  6d. 

Latin  Primer,  The  First.  By  Prof.  Postgate.  is. 

Latin  Prose  for  Lower  Forms.  By  M.  A.  Bayfield,  M.A.  2s.  6cL 
Laundry  Work  (How  to  Teach  It).  By  Mrs.  E.  Lord.  6d. 


Selections  frotn  Cassell  tC*  Company' s  Publications. 


Laws  of  Every-Day  Life.  For  the  Use  of  Schools.  By  H.  O.  Arnold-Forster, 
M.P.  is.  6d.  Special  Edition  on  green  paper  for  those  with  weak  eyesight,  2s. 
Little  Folks’  History  of  England.  By  Isa  Craig-Knox.  Illustrated,  is.  6d 
Making  of  the  Home,  The.  By  Mrs.  Samuel  A.  Barnett,  is.  6d.  - 

Map-Building  Series,  Cassell's.  Outline  Maps  prepared  by  H.  O.  Arnold- 
Forster,  M.P.  Per  set  of  12,  is. 

Marlborough  Books  ; — Arithmetic  Examples.  3s.  French  Exercises.  3s.  6d.  French 
Grammar.  2s.  6d.  German  Grammar.  3s.  6d. 

Mechanics  for  Yeung  Beginners,  A  First  Book  of.  By  the  Rev.  J.  G.  Easton, 
M.A.  4s.  6d. 

Mechanics  and  Machine  Design,  Numerical  Examples  in  Practical.  By 

R.  G.  Blaine,  M.E.  Nero  and  Revised  Edition.  With  69  Diagrams.  Cloth,  2s.  6d. 
“Model  Joint”  Wall  Sheets,  for  Instruction  in  Manual  Training.  By  S. 
Barter.  Eight  Sheets,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Natural  History  Coloured  Wall  Sheets,  Cassell’s  New.  Consisting  of  18 

subjects.  Size,  39  by  31  in.  Mounted  on  rollers  and  varnished.  3s.  each. 

Object  Lessons  from  Nature.  By  Prof.  L.  C.  Miall,  F.L.S.,  F.G.S.  Fully 
Illustrated.  New  and  Enlarged  Edition.  Two  Vols.  is.  6d.  each. 

Physiology  for  Schools.  By  Alfred  T.  Schofield,  M.D.,  M.R.C.S.,  &c. 
With  Wood  Engravings  and  Coloured  Plates,  is.  9d.  Three  Parts,  paper  covers, 
5d.  each  ;  or  cloth  limp,  6d.  each. 

Poetry  Readers,  Cassell’s  New.  Illustrated.  12  Books,  id.  each.  Cloth,  is.  6d. 

Popular  Educator,  Cassell’s  New.  With  Revised  Text,  New  Maps,  New  Coloured 
Plates,  New  Type,  &c.  Complete  in  Eight  Vols.,  5s.  each  ;  or  Eight  Volumes  in 
Four,  half-morocco,  50s. 

Reader,  The  Citizen.  By  H.  O.  Arnold-Forster,  M.P.  Cloth,  is.  6d.  ;  also  a 
Scottish  Edition,  Cloth,  is.  6d. 

Reader,  The  Temperance.  By  Rev.  J.  Dennis  Hird.  is.  6d. 

Readers,  Cassell’s  “Higher  Class. ”  [List  on  application.) 

Readers,  Cassell’s  Readable.  Illustrated.  {List  on  application.) 

Readers  for  Infant  Schools,  Coloured.  Three  Books.  4d.  each. 

Readers,  The  Modern  Geographical.  Illustrated  throughout.  {List on  application.) 
Readers,  The  Modern  School.  Illustrated.  {List  on  application.) 

Reading  and  Spelling  Book,  Cassell’s  Illustrated,  is. 

Round  the  Empire.  By  G.  R.  Parkin.  With  a  Preface  by  the  Rt.  Hon.  the 
Earl  of  Rosebery,  K.G.  Fully  Illustrated,  is.  6d. 

School  Certificates,  Cassell’s.  Three  Colours,  6^x45  in.,  id.  ;  Five  Colours, 
11%  x  9^  in.,  3d.  ;  Seven  Colours  and  Gold,  9!  x  6%  in.,  3d. 

Science  Applied  to  Work.  By  J.  A.  Bower.  Illustrated,  is. 

Science  of  Every-Day  Life.  By  J.  A.  Bower.  Illustrated,  is. 

Sculpture,  A  Primer  of.  By  E.  Roscoe  Mullins.  Illustrated.  2s.  6d. 

Shade  from  Models,  Common  Objects,  and  Casts  of  Ornament,  How  to.  By 

W.  E.  Sparkes.  With  25  Plates  by  the  Author.  3s. 

Shakspere’s  Plays  for  School  Use.  Illustrated.  5  Books.  6d.  each. 

Spelling,  A  Complete  Manual  of.  By  J.  D.  Morell,  LL.D.  is. 

Technical  Educator,  Cassell’s.  Illustrated  throughout.  New  and  Revised 
Edition.  Four  Vols.  5s.  each. 

Technical  Manuals,  Cassell’s.  Illustrated  throughout.  16  Vols.,  from  2s.  to  4s.  6d. 

(List free  on  application. ) 

Technology,  Manuals  of.  Edited  by  Prof.  Ayrton,  F.R.S.,  and  Richard 
Wormell,  D.Sc.,  M.A.  Illustrated  throughout. 


The  Dyeing  of  Textile  Fabrics.  By  Prof. 
Hummel.  5s. 

Watch  and  Clock  Making.  By  D.  Glasgow, 
Vice-President  ot  the  British  Horoiogical 
Institute.  4s.  6d. 

Steel  and  Iron.  By  Prof.  W.  H.  Greenwood, 
F.C.S.,  M.I.C.E.,  &c.  5s. 


Design  in  Textile  Fabrics.  By  T.  R.  Ashen- 
hurst.  4s.  6d. 

Spinning  Woollen  and  Worsted.  By  W. 

S.  McLaren,  M.P.  4s.  6d. 

Practical  Mechanics.  By  Prof.  Perry,  M.E. 
3s.  6d. 

Cutting  Tools  Worked  by  Hand  and  Ma¬ 
chine.  By  Prof.  Smith.  3s.  6d. 


Things  New  and  Old ;  or,  Stories  from  English  History.  By  H.  O.  Arnold- 
Forster,  M.P.  Fully  Illustrated.  Strongly  bound  in  Cloth.  Standards  I.  and  II., 
9d.  each  ;  Standard  III.,  is.  ;  Standard  IV.,  is.  3d.  ;  Standards  V.,  VI.,  and  VII., 
is.  6d.  each. 

World  of  Ours, This.  By  H.  O.  Arnold-Forster,  M.P.  Fully  Illustrated.  3s.  6d. 


Selections  from  Cassell  <£?  Company's  Publications. 


— 

IBooks  for  Iftwng  |3roplr. 


11  Little  Folks”  Half-Yearly  Volume.  Containing  432  pages  of.  Letterpress,  with 
Pictures  on  nearly  every  page,  together  with  Two  Full-page  Plates  printed  in  Colours 
and  Four  Tinted  Plates.  Coloured  boards,  3s.  6d.  ;  or  cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  5s. 
Eo-Peep.  A  Book  for  the  Little  Ones.  With  Original  Stories  and  Verses. 
Illustrated  with  beautiful  Pictures  on  nearly  every  page,  and  Coloured  Frontispiece. 
Yearly  Volume.  Elegant  picture  boards,  2s.  6d.  ;  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Bashful  Fifteen.  By  L.  T.  Meade.  Illustrated.  Cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d.,  or  extra 

cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  5s. 

The  Peep  of  Day.  Cassell’s  Illustrated  Edition.  2s.  6d. 

Maggie  Steele’s  Diary.  By  E.  A.  Dillwyn.  2s.  6d. 

A  Bundle  of  Tales.  By  Maggie  Browne,  Sam  Browne,  &  Aunt  Ethel.  3s. 6d. 
Fairy  Tales  in  Other  Lands.  By  Julia  Goddard.  Illustrated.  3s.  6d. 

Story  Poems  for  Young  and  Oid.  By  E.  Davenport.  3s.  6d. 

Pleasant  Work  for  Busy  Fingers.  By  Maggie  Browne.  Illustrated.  5s. 
Born  a  King.  By  Frances  and  Mary  Arnold-Forster.  Illustrated,  is. 
Magic  at  Home.  By  Prof.  Hoffman.  Fully  Illustrated.  A  Series  of  easy 
and  startling  Conjuring  Tricks  for  Beginners.  Cloth  gilt,  5s. 

Schoolroom  and  Home  Theatricals.  By  Arthur  Waugh.  With  Illustra¬ 
tions  by  H.  A.  J.  Miles.  Cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Little  Mother  Bunch.  By  Mrs.  Molesworth.  Illustrated.  Cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Heroes  of  Every-Day  Life.  By  Laura  Lane.  With  about  20  Full-page 
Illustrations.  256  pages,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Ships,  Sailors,  and  the  Sea.  By  R.  J.  Cornewall-Jones.  Illustrated 

throughout,  and  containing  a  Coloured  Plate  of  Naval  Flags.  Cheap  Edition,  2s.  6d. 

Gift  Books  for  Young  People.  By  Popular  Authors.  With  Four  Original 

Illustrations  in  each.  Cloth  gilt,  is.  6d.  each. 


The  Boy  Hunters  of  Kentucky,  By 
Edward  S.  Ellis. 

Red  .Feather:  a  Tale  of  the  American 
Frontier.  By  Edward  S.  Ellis. 

Fritters ;  or,  “  It’s  a  Long  Lane  that  has 
no  Turning.” 

Trixy;  or,  “Those  who  Live  in  G-lass 
Blouses  shouldn’t  throw  Stones.” 

The  Two  Hardcastles. 

Seeking  a  City. 

Rhoda’s  Reward. 


Jack  Marston’s  Anchor. 

Frank’s  Life-Battle. 

Major  Monk’s  Motto;  or,  “Look  Before 
you  Leap.” 

Tim  Thomson’s  Trial;  or,  “  AU  is  not  Gold 
that  Glitters.” 

Ursula’s  Stumbling-Block. 

Ruth’s  Life-Work;  or, “No  Pains,  no  Gains.” 
Rags  and  Rainbows. 

Uncle  William’s  Charge. 

Pretty  Pink’s  Purpose. 


“Golden  Mottoes”  Series,  The.  Each  Book  containing  208  pages,  with  Four 

full-page  Original  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  2s.  each. 


“Nil  Desperandum.”  By  the  Rev.  F.  Lang- 
bridge,  M.A. 

“Bear  and  Forbear.”  By  Sarah  Pitt. 
“Foremost  if  I  Can.”  By  Helen  Atteridge. 


“Honour  is  my  Guide.”  By  Jeanie  Hering 
(Mrs.  Adams- Acton). 

“  Aim  at  a  Sure  End.”  By  Emily  Searchfield. 
“He  Conquers  who  Endures.”  By  the  Author 
of  “  May  Cunningham's  Trial,”  &c. 


“  Cross  and  Crown”  Series,  The.  With  Four  Illustrations  in  each  Book.  Crown 

8vo,  256  pages,  2s.  6d.  each. 


Heroes  of  the  Indian  Empire  ;  or,  Stories  of 
Valour  and  Victory.  By  Ernest  Foster. 

Through  Trial  to  Triumph;  or,  “The 
Royal  Way.”  By  Madeline  Bonavia  Hunt. 

In  Letters  of  Flame ;  A  Story  of  the 
Waldenses.  By  C.  L.  Mateaux. 

Strong  to  Suffer;  A  Story  of  the  Jews.  By 
E.  Wynne. 

Five  Shilling  Books  for  Young  People. 

gilt,  5s.  each. 

Under  Bayard’s  Banner.  By  Henry  Frith. 

The  Champion  of  Odin ;  or,  Viking  Life 
in  the  Days  of  Old.  By  J.  Fred.  Hodgetts. 

Albums  for  Children.  Price  3s.  6d.  each. 

The  Chit-Chat  Album.  Illustrated. 

Tne  Album  for  Home,  School,  and  Flay. 

Set  in  bold  type,  and  illustrated  throughout. 

“Wanted— a  King”  Series.  Illustrated. 

Robin’s  Ride.  By  Ellinor  Davenport  Adams. 

Great  -  Grandmamma.  By  Georgina  M. 
Synge. 


By  Fire  and  Sword;  a  Story  of  the  Hugue¬ 
nots.  By  Thomas  Archer. 

Adam  Hepburn’s  Vow ;  A  Tale  of  Kirk  and 
Covenant.  By  Annie  S.  Swan. 

No.  XIII. ;  or,  the  Story  of  the  Lost  Vestal. 
A  Tale  of  Early  Christian  Days.  By  Emma 
Marshall. 

Freedom’s  Sword;  A  Story  of  the  Days  of 
Wallace  and  Bruce.  By  Annie  S.  Swan. 

With  Original  Illustrations.  Cloth 


Bound  by  a  Spell;  or,  the  Hunted  Witch 
of  the  Forest.  By  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Greene. 


My  Own  Album  of  Animals.  Illustrated. 
Picture  Album  of  All  Sorts.  Illustrated. 

3s.  6d.  each. 

Wanted— a  King;  or.  How  Merle  set  the 
Nursery  Rhymes  to  Rights.  By  Maggie 
Browne. 


Selections  from  Cassell  <b  Company' s  Publications. 


Crown  8vo  Library.  Cheap  Editions. 

Rambles  Round  London.  By  C.  L. 
Matfeaux.  Illustrated. 

Around  and  About  Old  England.  By  C. 

L.  Mateaux.  Illustrated. 

Paws  and  Claws.  By  one  of  the  Authors  of 
“  Poems  Written  for  a  Child.”  illustrated. 
Decisive  Events  in  History.  By  Thomas 
Archer.  With  Original  Illustrations. 

The  True  Robinson  Crusoes.  Cloth  gilt. 
Peeps  Abroad  for  Polks  at  Home.  Illus¬ 
trated  throughout. 


2s.  6d.  each. 

Wild  Adventures  in  Wild  Places.  By  Dr. 

Gordon  Stables,  R.N.  Illustrated. 

Modern  Explorers.  By  Thomas  Frost.  Illus¬ 
trated.  New  and  Cheaper  Edition. 

Early  Explorers.  By  Thomas  Frost. 

Home  Chat  with  our  Young  Polks.  Illus¬ 
trated  throughout. 

Jungle,  Peak,  and  Plain.  Illustrated 

throughout. 

The  England  of  Shakespeare.  By  E. 
Goadby.  With  Full-page  Illustrations. 


Three  and  Sixpenny  Books  for  Young  People.  With  Original  Illustrations. 
Cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d.  each. 


+  The  King’s  Command.  A  Story  for  Girls. 
By  Maggie  Symington. 

+  A  Sweet  ‘Girl  Graduate.  By  L.  T.  Meade. 
+  The  White  House  at  Inch  Gow.  By  Sarah 
Pitt 

Lost  in  Samoa.  A  Tale  of  Adventure  in  the 
Navigator  Islands.  By  E.  S.  Ellis. 

Tad;  or,  “  Getting  Even”  with  Him.  By 
E.  S.  Ellis. 


t  Polly.  By  L.  T.  Meade, 
t  The  Palace  Beautiful.  By  L.  T.  Meade. 
“  Follow  my  Leader.” 

For  Fortune  and  Glory. 

The  Cost  of  a  Mistake.  By  Sarah  Pitt. 
Lost  among  White  Africans. 

A  World  of  Girls.  By  L.  T.  Meade. 


Books  marked  thus  f  can  also  be  had  in  extra  cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  5s.  each. 


Books  by  Edward  S.  Ellis.  Illustrated.  Cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 


The  Hunters  of  the  Ozark. 
The  Camp  in  the  Moun¬ 
tains. 

Ned  in  the  Woods.  A  Tale 
of  Early  Days  in  the  West. 
Down  the  Mississippi. 


The  Last  War  Trail. 

Ned  on  the  River.  A  Tale 
of  Indian  River  Warfare. 
Footprints  in  the  Forest. 
Up  the  Tapajos. 


Ned  in  the  Block  House. 
A  Story  of  Pioneer  Life  in 
Kentucky. 

The  Lost  Trail. 

Camp-Fire  and  Wigwam. 
Lost  in  the  Wilds. 


Sixpenny  Story  Books. 

The  Smuggler’s  Cave. 
Little  Lizzie. 

The  Boat  Club. 

Luke  Barnicott. 

Cassell’s  Picture  Story 

Little  Talks. 

Bright  Stars. 

Nursery  Joys. 

Pet’s  Posy. 

Tiny  Tales. 


By  well-known  Writers. 

Little  Bird. 

Little  Pickles. 

The  Elehester  College 
Boys.  


Books.  Each  containing  60 

Daisy’s  Story  Book. 

Dot’s  Story  Book. 

A  Nest  of  Stories. 

Good  Night  Stories. 

Chats  for  Small  Chatterers. 


All  Illustrated. 

My  First  Cruise. 

The  Little  Peacemaker. 
The  Delft  Jug. 

pages.  6d.  each. 

Auntie’s  Stories. 
Birdie’s  Story  Book. 
Little  Chimes. 

A  Sheaf  of  Tales. 
Dewdrop  Stories. 


Illustrated  Books  for  tbe  Little  Ones.  Containing 
Illustrated,  is.  each;  or  cloth  gilt,  is.  6d. 


Firelight  Stories. 

Sunlight  and  Shade. 
Rub-a-dub  Tales. 

Fine  Feathers  and  Fluffy 
Fur. 

Scrambles  and  Scrapes. 
Tittle  Tattle  Tales. 


Dumb  Friends. 

Indoors  and  Out. 

Some  Farm  Friends. 
Those  Golden  Sands. 
Little  Mothers  ana  their 
Children. 

Our  Pretty  Pets. 

Wandering  Ways. 


interesting  Stories.  All 

Our  Schoolday  Hours. 
Creatures  Tame. 

Creatures  Wild. 

Up  and  Down  the  Garden. 
All  Sorts  of  Adventures. 
Our  Sunday  Stories. 

Our  Holiday  Hours. 


Shilling  Story  Books.  All 

Seventeen  Cats. 

Bunty  and  the  Boys. 

The  Heir  of  Elmdale. 

The  Mystery  at  Shoncliff 
School. 

Claimed  at  Last,  and  Roy’s 
Reward. 

Thorns  and  Tangles. 


Illustrated,  and  containing 

The  Cuckoo  in  the  Robin’s  1 
John’s  Mistake.  [Nest. 
Diamonds  in  the  Sand. 
Surly  Bob. 

The  History  of  Five  Little  j 
Pitchers. 

The  Giant’s  Cradle. 

Shag  and  Doll. 


Interesting  Stories. 

Aunt  Lucia’s  Locket. 
The  Magic  Mirror. 

The  Cost  of  Revenge. 
Clever  Frank. 

Among  the  Redskins. 
The  Ferryman  of  Brill. 
Harry  Maxwell. 

A  Banished  Monarch. 


Eighteenpenny  Story  Books.  All  Illustrated  throughout. 


Wee  Willie  Winkie. 

Ups  and  Downs  of  a  Don¬ 
key’s  Life. 

Three  Wee  Ulster  Lassies. 
Up  the  Ladder. 

Dick’s  Hero ;  &  other  Stories. 
The  Chip  Boy. 


Haggles,  Baggies,  and  the 
Emperor. 

Roses  from  Thorns. 

Faith’s  Father. 

By  Land  and  Sea. 

The  Young  Berringtons. 
Jeff  and  Leflf. 


Tom  Morris’s  Error. 

Worth  more  than  Gold. 

“  Through  Flood— Through 
Fire.” 

The  Girl  with  the  Golden 
Locks. 

Stories  of  the  Olden  Time- 


Selectiotis  from  Cassell  <Se  Company's  Publications. 


“Little  Folks”  Painting:  Books.  With  Text,  and  Outline  Illustrations  for 

Water-Colour  Painting,  is.  each. 


Fruits  and  Blossoms  for  “Little  Folks”  |  The  “Little  Folks”  Proverb  Painting 
to  Paint.  j  Book.  Cloth  only,  2s. 

The  “Little  Folks”  Illuminating  Book. 


Library  of  Wonders.  Illustrated  Gift-books  for  Boys.  Cloth,  is.  6d. 

■Wonderful  Adventures.  I  Wonders  of  Bodily  Strength  and  Skill- 

Wonderful  Escapes. 


The  “World  in  Pictures”  Series. 

A  Ramble  Round  France. 

All  the  Russias. 

Chats  about  Germany. 

The  Land  of  the  Pyramids  (Egypt). 
Peeps  into  China. 


Illustrated  throughout.  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  Eastern  Wonderland  (Japan). 
Glimpses  of  South  America. 
Round  Africa. 

The  Land  of  Temples  (India). 

The  Isles  of  the  Pacific. 


Cheap  Editions  of  Popular  Volumes  for  Young  People. 

each. 


Illustrated.  2s.  6d, 


In  Quest  of  Gold ;  or,  Under 
the  Whang  a  Falls. 

On  Board  the  Esmeralda  or, 
Martin  Leigh’s  Log. 


The  Romance  of  Invention  : 
Vignettes  from  the  Annals  of 
Industry  and  Science. 

Esther  West. 

Three  Homes. 


Two-Shilling  Story  Books. 

Stories  of  the  Tower.  1 

Mr.  Burke’s  Nieces. 

May  Cunningham’s  Trial. 
The  Top  of  the  Ladder : 

How  to  Reach  it. 

Little  Flotsam. 

Madge  and  her  Friends. 


All  Illustrated. 

The  Children  of  the  Court.  ) 
Maid  Marjory. 

The  Four  Cats  of  the  Tip-  | 
pertons. 

Marion’s  Two  Homes. 

Little  Folks’  Sunday  Book. 


For  Queen  and  King. 
Working  to  Win. 

Perils  Afloat  and  Brigands 
Ashore. 


Two  Fourpenny  Bits. 
Poor  Nelly. 

Tom  Heriot. 

Aunt  Tabitha’s  Waifs. 

In  Mischief  Again. 
Through  Peril  to  Fortune. 
Peggy.  and  other  Tales. 


Half-Crown  Story  Books. 

Margaret’s  Enemy. 

Pen’s  Perplexities. 

Notable  Shipwrecks. 

Golden  Days. 

Wonders  of  Common  Things, 


Cassell’s  Pictorial  Scrap  Book. 

cloth  back,  3s.  6d.  per  Vol. 

Our  Scrap  Book. 

The  Seaside  Scrap  Book. 

The  Little  Folks’  Scrap  Book. 


At  the  South  Pole. 

Truth  will  Out. 

Pictures  of  School  Life  and  Boyhood. 

The  Young  Man  in  the  Battle  of  Life.  By 
the  Rev.  Dr.  Landels. 

Soldier  and  Patriot  (George  Washington). 


In  Six  Sectional  Volumes.  Paper  boards, 


The  Magpie  Scrap  Book. 
The  Lion  Scrap  Book. 

The  Elephant  Scrap  Book. 


Books  for  the  Little  Ones. 

Rhymes  for  the  Young  Folk. 

Allingham.  Beautifully  Illustrated.  3s.  6d. 

The  Sunday  Scrap  Book.  With  Several 
Hundred  Illustrations.  Boards,  3s.  6d. ;  cloth, 
gilt  edges,  5s. 

The  History  Scrap  Book.  With  nearly 
1,000  Engravings.  Cloth,  7s.  6d. 


The  World’s  Workers. 

Authors. 

Charles  Haddon  Spurgeon. 

Pike. 

Dr.  Arnold  of  Rugby.  By  Rose  E.  Selfe. 
The  Earl  of  Shaftesbury. 

Sarah  Robinson,  Agnes  Weston,  and  Mrs. 
Meredith. 

Thomas  A.  Edison  and  Samuel  F.  B. 
Morse. 

Mrs.  Somerville  and  Mary  Carpenter. 
General  Gordon. 

Charles  Dickens. 

Florence  Nightingale,  Catherine  Marsh, 
Frances  Ridley  Havergal,  Mrs.  Ran- 
yard  (“L.  N.  R.”). 


Cassell’s  Robinson  Crusoe.  With  too 
Illustrations.  Cloth,  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  5s. 
The  Old  Fairy  Tales.  With  Original  Illus¬ 
trations.  Boards,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

My  Diary.  With  Twelve  Coloured  Plates  and 
366  Woodcuts,  is. 

Cassell’s  Swiss  Family  Robinson.  Illus¬ 
trated.  Cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  5s. 


Dr.  Guthrie,  Father  Mathew,  Elihu  Bur* 
ritt,  Joseph  Livesey. 

Sir  Henry  Havelock  and  Colin  Campbell 
Lord  Clyde. 

Abraham  Lincoln. 

David  Livingstone. 

George  Muller  and  Andrew  Reed. 

Richard  Cobden. 

Benjamin  Franklin. 

Handel. 

Turner  the  Artist. 

George  and  Robert  Stephenson 
Sir  Titus  Salt  and  George  Moore. 


•#*  The  above  Works  (excluding  Richard  Cobden  and  C.  H.  Spurgeon)  can  also  be  had  Three  in 

One  Vol.,  cloth,  gilt  ea»es,  31-. 


Fully  Illustrated. 
By  William 


A  Series  of  New  and  Original  Volumes  by  Popular 
With  Portraits  printed  on  a  tint  as  Frontispiece,  is.  each. 

By  G.  Holden 


CASSELL  &  COMPANY,  Limited,  Ludgate  Hill,  London; 

Paris  (L-  Melbourne. 
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